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"The PERSONS. 
MEN. 


% 


Sir WILLIAM Wonruv. 

aTlg, the Gentle Shepherd, in Love with Peggy 

ROGER, a rich young hepherd, in Love with ,--< 

. 2 e F rw old Shepherds, Tenants to Sir hand 
9 

BAULDY, 4 Hynd engaged 1th Neps. 


= 


WOMEN. 


PEGGY, "thought 10 be Glaud's Niece. 

ENNY, Glaud's only Daughter. 

Maus, an old Woman ſuppoſed to to be a * ich. 
ELS pA, Symon's Wife. | 5 
MADGE, n Siſter. „ . 


— 


S CEN E, 8 e Village and Fie as one fer | 
; Mites from: room 26 : | 


_ 
: 


* 
* - 


: Be. of Aion, within ragt W | 


1 . 


Arlt Ad begins at Eight in the Morning. 
le 1A& begins ai Eleven in the Fore noon. | 
Third Act begins at Four in the Afternoon, 1 : 
Fourth Act b-gins at Nine 0'Clock at Night. f I 
Fifth Act begins by Day-light next Morning. 
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ACT I. S0 EN E I. 


 PROLQGUE v7 te SCENE. 
* Beneath the ſouth-fide of a craigy*bield, 


Where cryſtal ſprings their haleſome waters yield, : 


* Twa youthfu' ſhepherds on the gowans lay, 
* Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May. 


Poor Roger granes, till hollow echo's ring; 


But blyther Patie likes to laugh and ſing. | 
"PATIL E end R OGER. 


SANGI. Tune, The wawking of the Faulds. 


PaT1z.* MX Peggy isa young thing 
M q al enter'd in her teens, 


Fair as the day, and ſweet as May. 


Fair as the day, and always gay. 


* My 1455 is a young thing, 

And I'm not very auld, 

© Yet well I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 


« Whene'er we meet alane, 


l wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 


I with nae 7 4 3 Sr 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
.C To 9 Pm cauld ; ; 
* But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow | 
At wawking of the fauld, 


A Paſtoral Comedy. 
My Peggy {miles ſac kindly, 2 
Whenc'er I whifper love, | | vn 
That I look down on a? the town, | | I 
That I look down upon a crown. N 3 
My Peggy {miles {ae kindly, || 
8 Ir makes me blyth and bauld, = 
* And naething gi'es me fic delight, | = 
As wawking of the fauld. F 
My Peggy {ings ſae ſaftly, 
WMhen on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt it is confeſt, e — 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt. | 2 
My Peggy tings fac ſaftly, | 
* And in her ſangs are tald, | 
With innocence, the wale of ſenſe, . 4 
At wawking of the tauld. | 


THIS ſunny morning, Roger, chears my blood, Y 

And puts all nature in a jovial mood.  < _ 

How heartſom is't to fee the riſing plants, 

To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleaſing rants? 

How haleſom is't to ſnuff the cawler air, 55 

And all the {weets it bears, when void of care. 1 

What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane l 

Jell me the cauſe of thy ill- ſeaſon'd pain. | -- 

Roger. Pm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate! | 

Fm born to ſtrive with hardſhips fad and great. 

Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowand flood, WF. 

Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood: . 

But I, oppreſt with never-ending grief, 23 

Maun ay deſpair of lighting on relief. T[hive;. | 
Patie. The bees ſhall loath the flow'r, and quit the + 

The ſaughs on boggie ground {hall ceaſe to thrive, | 

Ere ſcornſu' queans, or loſs of warldly gear, 

Shall ſpill my reſt, or ever force a tear. 


Roger. vac wee I fay ; but it's no eaſy done ? 
By ane whaſe ſaul's fac ſadly out of tune. * 1 
My. ll . ä Tou 
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The ofercome only faſhes fowk to keep. | 


You have ſae ſaft a voice, and ſlid a tongue. 
You are the darling of baith auld and young. 
If I but ettle at a ſang, or ſpeak, 

They dit their lugs, ſyne up their leglens cleek, 
And jeer me hameward frac the loan or bught, 


While Pm confus'd with monty a vexing thought: 
Yet J am tall, and as well built as thee, 


Nor mair unlikely to a laſs's eye. 
For ilka ſheep ye have, Pl] number ten, 


And ſhould, as ane may think, come farer ben. 


Patie. But ablins, mbour, ye have not a heart, 
And downa eithly wi' your cunzie part: 
It that be true, what ſignifies your gear? 


A mind that's ſcrimpit never wants {ome care? 


Roger. My byar tumbled, nine brawnowt were ſmoor'd, 
Three clf-ſhot were, yet I theſe ill endur'd : 


In winter laſt my cares were very ſma', 
Tho' ſcores of wathers periſhꝰd in the ſnaw. 
Peaatie. Were your hein rooms as thinly ſt ock'd as mine, 
JLeſs you wad loſs, and leſs ye wad repine, 


TR. 


He that has juſt enough can ioundly fleep : | 


Roger. May plenty flow upon thee for a croſs, 
That thou may: ſt thole the pangs-of mony a lots : 


O may thou doat on ſome fair paughty wench, 


That ne“er will lout thy lowan drowth to quench : 
„Pill bris*d beneath the burden, thou cry dool ! 
And awn that ane may fret thatis nae fool. 


VDVatie. Sax good fat lambs, I ſauld them Yka cute 


At the Weft-port, and bought a winſome flute, 


Of plum-tree made, with ivTy virls round: 
A dainty whiſtle, with a pleaſant ſound: 
Fit be mair canty wift, and nefer cry dool ! 


Than ye with all your caſh, ye dowie fool. 


Roger. Na, Patie, na! I'm nac ſic churliſn beaſt, - 
Some other thing lies heavier at my breaſt : 
I dream a dreary dream this hinder night, 
Thu gars my fleſh a“ creep yet witk the fright. 


= 


* — 


Patie. 


A Paſtoral Comedy. 9 


Patie. Now, to a friend, how ſilly's this pretence, 
To ane wha you and a“ you ſecrets kens. _ 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad you hide 
Your well {ſeen love, and dorty Jenny's pride: 

Take courage, Roger, me your {orrows tell, 
And tafely think nane kens them but yourſel. 

Roger. Indeed now, Patie, ye have gueſs*d ofer true, 
And there is nathing I'll keep frae you. 
Me dorty Jenny looks upon aſquint; 

To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint; 
In ilka place ſhe jeers me air or late, 
And gars me look bombazd, and unko blate: 
But yeſterday I met her yont a know, — 
She {ied as frae a ſnhelly- coated kow. 

She Bauldy looes, Bauldy that drives the car. 

But gecks at me, and ſay's I ſmell of tar. 4 

Patiè. But Bauldy looes not her, right well I wat, 
He ſighs for Neps; ſae that may ſtand for that. 

Roger. I wiſh I coufdna looe her—but in vain, 

I ſtill maun do't, and thole her proud diſdain. 

My Bawty is a cur: I dearly like, TO 
Even while he faww'd ſhe firak the poor dumb tyke ; 
If J had fill'd a nook within her breaſt, - 

She wad have ſhawn mair kindneſs to my beaſt. 
When I begin to tune my {tock and-horn, | 
With a“ her face ſhe ſhaws a cauidrife ſcorn 

Eaſt night I play*d, ye never heard ic fpite; 

Ofer Bogie was the {pring, and her delyte : 

Yet tauntingly ſhe at her couſin ſpear“d, | 

Gif the could tell what tune I play*d, and ſneer«d. 
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 

I'll break my reed, and never whiſtle mair 

Patie. Efen do ſae, Roger, wha can help miſluck ? + 
Sacbins ſhe be ſic a thrawin-gabbit chuck, 
Yonder*s a craig, ſinee ye have tint all hope, 
Gae till't your ways, and take the lover's lowp. - 
| Roger. I needna mak fic ſpeed my blood to ſpill, 
IIA warrant death come ſoon enough a-will 
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 Shew ſ{cour'd aww, and ſaid, What's that to you? 


* 


10 The GENTLE SHEPHERD. | 
Patie. Daft gowk ! leave off that filly whinging way; Pee. 


Seem careleſs, there's my hand ye'll win the day. Gae 
Hear how I ſervëd my laſs I love as weel 8 
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leel. F 


Laſt ga e.g" was $99 and early out, 
lean*d, 


Upon a dyke glowring about, c 

Itaw my Meg come linkan o'er the lee; 

Iſaw my Meg, but Meggy ſaw na me: | 
For yet the ſun was wading thro” the miſt, | 

And ſhe was cloſe upon me eer {he wilt, = = 


Her coats were kiltit, and did {ſweetly {ſhaw | 
Her ſtraight bare legs that whiter were than ſnaw. 
Her cockernony ſnooded up fou ſleek, 

Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek; 

Her cheeks ſae ruddy, and her een ſae clear; 
And O her mouths like ony hinny pear. 

Neat, neat ſhe was, in buſtine — clean, 
As {he came ſkiffing o'er the dewy green: 

oa hg 1 cry'd, my bonny ”_— come here, 
I ferly wherefore ye're ſae ſoon aſteer: 

But I can gueſs, yc're gawn to gather dew : 


Then fare ye well, Meg-Dorts, and e'en's ye like, 
I careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke. 
1 trow, when that ſhe ſaw, within a crack, 
She came with a right thieveleſs errand back: | 

 Miſcaw*dme firſt—then bade me hound my dog, 
To wear vp three waff ews ſtray*d on the bog. 

*® Leugh; and ſae did ſhe ; then with great haſte. 

I claip*d my arms about her neck and waiſt ; 
About her yielding waiſt, and took a fouth — — 
Of ſweeteſt kiſſes frac her glowing mouth. 
While hard and fait I held her in iy grips, 

My very ſaul came louping to nay lips. 
Sar, ſair ſhe flet wi* me tween ilka ſmack,, #f 
But weel I kend ſhe meant nae as ſhe ſpak. 
Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 
Do ye ſac too, and never falb your umb. 


Seen: 


\ 
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y; Peem to forſake her, ſoon ſhefll change her mood: 
* VGae woo anither, and {he'll gang clean wood. 


SANGH. Tune, Fy gar rub her ofer with Strae. 
« Dear Roger, if your Jenny * 
And anſwer kindneſs with a ſlight, . 
© Seem. unconcern'd at her neglect, 7 | 
* For women jn a man delight ; 7 Io 
' But them deſpiſe whore ſoon defeat, 
And witha ſimple face give way 
Fo a repulſe—— then be not blate, 
« Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. : 1 
e When maidens, innocently young, | i 


Say aften what they never mean ; i q | 
«© Nefer mind their pretty lying tongue; | 9 
But tent the language of their cen: | = 
If theſe agree, and the previ 5 7 


To anfwer all your love with hate, KH 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 1 
And let her ſigh when tis too late. | 


Las 
—_ 


* IETF. 


Roger. Kind Patic, now fair fa your honeſt heart, 

ere ay ſae cadgy, and have fic an art | 

o hearten ane: For now as cleans a leck, 

efve cheriſh*d me, ſince ye began to ſpcak. 

ae, lor your paing, I'll make ye a propine, 

My mother, reſt her ſaul / ſhe mad it fine;) 

tartan plaid, ſpun of good hawſlock woo, 

carlet and green the ſets, the borders blue : : | 
th ſpraings like gowd, and ſiller croſsd with black ; 

never had it yet upon my back, * 
eel are ye wordy oft, wha have ſae kind | 

ed up my ravel. d doubts, and clear'd my mind. 
Patie, Well, hald ye here and ſince yeve frank. 
preſent to me of your braw new plaid, [ly made 

Iy Hute%s be yours, and ſhe too that's ſae nice, 

Pall come a-will, gif yell tak my advice. : 

Roger. As ye adviſe, I promiſe to obſery*t; 


3 ut ye maun keep the flute, ye beſt deſerv4t : 
Cen | 


Now 
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Nou tak it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring; : 
For I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. 

* Paite. But firſt well tak a turn up to the height, 

And fee gif all our flocks be feeding right: - — 

Be that time bannocks, and a ſhave of cheeſe. 

Will make a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe. 
Might pleaſe the daintieſt gabs, were they ſae wiſe - 
To ſeaſon meat with health, inſtead of ſpice. 

When we have tane the grace drink at this well, 


IU whiftle fine, and ſing tfye like my ſell. [Excunt. 
i UH 
| PROLOGUE. 

A flowrie howm between twa verdant braces 6 


Where laiſes uſe to waſh and ſpread their claiths, itt 
* Atrotting burnie whimpling throw the ground, 


Its channel peebles, ſhining ſmooth and round, _—_ 
Here view twa barefoot beauties clean and clear; 0 
Firſt pleaſe your eye, next gratify your ear; T 0 
While Jenny what ſhe wiſhes diſcommends, OF 


« And Meg with better ſenſe true love defends. mb 


PECO and JENNY. | : 
enny. COME, Meg, let's fa* to wark upon this gre 
deny C This ini. 5 day will bleach our linen clean; 
The waters clear, the lift unclouded blew, ro 
Will make them like a lily wet with dew. 


Peggy. Go farer up the burn to Habbie's How, nd 
Where a“ the ſweets of ſpring and ſummer grow: Dr ſc 
Between twa birks out-ofer a little lin . | 
The water fa's, and make a ſingand din: 4 


A pool breaſt deep, beneath as clear as glaſs, - 
Kiſles with eaſy whirles the bordering grads. 
Vel end our waſhing, while the morning's cool, 
And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh our ſells— tis healthfouꝰ now in May, 
And ſweetly cauler on ſae warm a day. 0 7 
WY eum 
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Jenny. Daſt laſſie, when we're naked what'll ye ſay, 
Gif our wa Herds come brattling down the brac, 
nd ſee us fhe ? that jeering fallow Pate, | | 
Vad taunting ſay, Haith laſſes, ye're no blate, * 
Peggy. Were far frae ony road, and out of ſight; 
he lads they're feeding far beyont the height : 
Bur tell me now, dear ſenny, [we're our lane, 
What gars ye plague your wooer with diſdain ? - 
he neighbours a' tent this as well as I: | 
rat Roger loo's ye, yet ye care na by. : 
What ails ye at him? roth, between us twa, 
e's wordy you the beſt day e' er ye ſac. 
Jenny. 1 dinna like him, Peggy, there's an end, 
\ Herd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. | 
e kames his hair indeed, and gaes right ſnug, 
Vith ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug: 
nk penſylie he wears a-thought a- jee, a 
nd ſpreads his garters dic d beneath his knee. 
Je falds his owrelay down his breaſt with care, 
and few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair; 
or a' that, he can neither ſing nor ſay, 
xcept, How dye ?. - or, Theres u bonny day, E 
Peggy. Ye daſh the lad with conſtant {lighting pride, 
atred for love is unco fair to bide-: on 
ut ye'll repent ye, if his love grow cauld. 
cen vpat like's a dorty maiden, when ſhe's auld? 
Al 3 Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, 
That for ſome feckleſs whim will orp and greet :. 
The lave laugh at it, till the dinner*s paſt | © 
and ſyne the fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 8 
Dr {cart ancither's leavings at the laſt. OY, 


nt. 


SANG II. Tune, Polwart on the Green. 


The dorty will repent, 1 
Tf lovers heart grow cauld, - 
And nane her ſmiles will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld- 


a 
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The dawted bam n thus takes the pet! 
Mor eats tho® hunger cre, | 
- Whimpers and torrows at its nuit, 
Ades laught at dy the lave. 
Thy jeſt it till the dinners pa 
This by it ſell abused, - 1 
The fool thing is obligd to faſt, 
Or eat what they*ve refusd. 


— 


Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time. | 
Jenny. I never thought a tingle life a crime. 
Peggy. Nor J.. -but love in whiſpers lets us ken, 

That men were made for us, and we for men. 

Fenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himſel, 

For fic a tale I never heard him tell. 

He glowrs and 8 and I can guefs the cauſe; 

But wha*s oblig<d to ſpell his hums and haws ? 

Wheneeer he hkes to tell his mind mair plain, 

I*ſe tell him frahkly nefer to'do*t again. 

They're fools'tliat flay*ry like, and may be free; 

'The chiels 2 a* knit up n for me. 

Peggy. Be doing your ways; for me 1 have a mind 

To . 25 jelding D Parie“s kind. 5 | 
Jem. Heb, laſs! how can ye loo that rattle-ſeull ? 

A very dee}, that ay mann have his will. 1 

We'll ſoon hear tell what a poor fighting life | 

You twa will lead, ſac ſoon's ye're man and wife. 

Peggy. I rin the riſk, nor liave I ony fear, 

But rather think ilk langſome day a year, 

Till I with pleature mount my bridal-bed, 

Where on my Patie's breaft Fl lean my head, 

There he may kiſs as lang as kiſſing*s good, 

And what we do, there's none dare call it rude. 

He's get his will: why no? . *tis good my part 

To give tym that, and he“ Il give me his heart. 

Fenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen days, 

Mak meikle ofye, with an unco fraiſe, 

And daut ye baith afore fowk, and your lane: 

But ſoon as his newfangleneſs is gane, | 


— 
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He'll look upon you as his tether-ſtake, 

And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake. 
Inſtead then of lang days of fweet delyte, 

Ae day be dumb, and a' the nieft he U flyte: 
ad may be, in his barlichoods ne'er ſtick 

o lend his loving wife a loundering lick. 


SANG IV. Tune, O dear mother, what ſhall I do 
O dear Peggy loves's beguiling, 

Ve ought no; to trufl his ſing : 

Better for to dv as 1 do, WY 

Leſt a harder buck betide you. 

Luffes when their fancy's carry'd, 

Think of nought but to be marry'd ; 
Running to a life deſtroys 

Heartſome, frec, and youthfu" joys. 


Peggy. Sie coarſe-{pun thoughts as thae want pith to- 
ly {ettPd mind; Im o'er far gane in love. move 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath, | 3 
ut want of him I dread nae other faith. _ 
There's nane of a' the Herds that tread the green 
s fic a ſmile, or fic twa glancing een. 

and then he ſpeaks with lic a taking art, 

is words they thirle like rauſic throw my heart. 
ow blythly can he ſport, and gently rave, 
Wind jeſt at little fears that fright the lave. BEN 
k day that he's alane upon the hill, ; 
s reads fell books that teach him meikle ſxill, | 

e is. but what need I fay that or this, 4 
d ſpend a month to tell you what he is | 
n a' he ſays or does, there's {ic a gate, | 

The reſt ſeem coofs compar'd with my dear Pate. 

lis better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure : 

nature hefts in ſauls that's weak and poor. 


SAN G V. Tune, How can I be {ad on my, C . 
How ſhall I be ſad when a huſband T hae, „ 
That has better ſenſe than ony of thae 

B 2 Sour 
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0 (tis a pleaſant thing to be a bride ; 


The Deil ga's o'er Jock Wabſter: hame grows hell; 
When Pate miſcaws ye war than tongue can tell. 


When round the ingle-edge young ſprouts are rife. 


Than ſce tic wee tots toolying at you knee; 


But or the day of payment breaks and flets, 
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Sour weak filly fellows, that ſtudy like fools, _ WI 
* $ va A 7 of . * : \ it 
To ſink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools. voi, 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlizs his ge. 1116 


Or with-du!! reproaches encourages firife 5% 
He praiſes her virtue, and nee will abuſe 
Her for a ſmall failing, hut find an excuſe. 


Feuny. Hey Bony Laſs of Brankſome, or't be lung, 
Your witty Pate will put you in a fang. 


Syns whinging getts about your ingle (ide, 
Yelping for this or that with faſheous din: 

To make them brats then ye maun tvil and ſpin. 
Ae wean fa's fick, une ſcads it fell wi' brue, 
Ane breaks his ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe. 


" Peggy. Ycx, it's a heartſom thing to be a wife, 


Git I'm ſac happy, I ſhall have delight 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them tight. 
Wow, Jenny ! can there greater pleaſure be 


When a' they ettle at----their greateſt wiſh, 

Is to be inade of, and obtain a kiſs? | 

Can there be toil in tenting day and night 

'The like of them, when love makes care delight ? 
Jemy. But poortith, Peggy, is the warſt of a', 

Gif ocr your heads ill chance ſhould begg'ry draw. 

There's little love or canty chear can come 

Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom: 

Your nowt may die---the ſpate may bear away 

Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay---- - 

The thick-blawn wreaths of ſnaw, or blachy thows, 

May ſmoor your weathers, and may rot your cus. 

A Kerr, buys your butter woo and checſe, 


With 


ls. 


T 


Wich 


32. 


1 


Wich glooman brow the laird ſeeks in his rent? 
"Tis no to gie; your merchant's to the bent. 
His hour maunna want, he poinds your gear: . 
Syne driven frac houſe and hald, where will ye ſtcer ?- 
Dear Meg, be wiſe, and lead a ſingle life: 
roth, it's nae mows to be a married wife. 
Peggy. May ſic ill- luck befa* that filly ſhe 
Vha has fic fears, for that was never me. 
Let fowk bode weel, and ſtrive to do their beſt; 
lae mair*s requir'd : let Heaven make out the 
e heard my honeſt uncle aften ſay, 
hat lads ſhould a“ for wives that's vertuous pray - 
or the maiſt thrifty man could never get 
A well-ſtord room, unleſs his wife wad let: 
Vherefore nocht {hall be wanting on my part 
o gather wealth to riſe my ſhepherd*s heart. 
Vhate“er he wins, Fll guide with canny care, 
And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair, 
For haleſom, clean, cheap, and ſufficient ware. 
A flock of lambs, cheeſe; butter, and {ome woo, 
Shall firſt be ſald to pay the laird his due. 
yne a* behind*s our ain; (( thus without fear, 
Vith love and routh we through'the warld will ſteer: 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
ell bleſs the day he gat me for his wife. DIES of 
Jenny. But what if ſome young giglet on the green, 
ith dimpled cheeks, and twa be witching een, ; 
Shou gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg, 
And her kend kiſſes, hardly worth a feg ? 
Peggy. Nae mair of that----Dear Jenny, to be free, 
here's ſome men conftanter in love than we: : 
or is the fearly great, when nature kind 
as bleſt them with ſolidity of mind. | 
heyell reaſon caumly, and with kindneſs fmile, 
Vhen our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile : 
Sac, whenſoe“er they ſlight their maiks at hame, 
Tis ten to ane een maiſt to blame. 
3 : ; 
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Then 
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Then I'll employ with pleaſure a“ my art 

To keep him cheerfu* and ſecure his heart. 

At ev®n, when he comes weary frae the hill, 

I've a* things made ready to his will; 

In winter, when he toils throw wind and rain, 

A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ſtane : 

And ſoon as he flings by his plaid and ſtaſt, 

The ſeething pot*s be ready to tak aff; 

Clean hag-a-bag I'll ſpread upon his board, 

And ſerve him with the beſt we can afford. 

Goodhnmour and wkite bigonets ſhall be 

Gus rds to my face, to keep his low: for me. 
Jenny. A diſh of married love right ſoon grows cauld, 

And dozens down to nane, as fowk grow auld. | 
Peggy. But well grow auld togither, and ne“er find 


Ihe loſs of youth, when love grows on the mind. 


Bairns and their bairns make ſure a firmer tye, 
J ban aught in love the like of us can ſpy, 


| See yon twa elms that grows up ſide by ſide; 


Suppoſe them ſome years ſyne bridegroom and bride; 

Nearer and nearer aka year they*ve preſt, | 

Till wide their ſpreading branches are increas'd, 5 

And in their mixture now are fully bleſt. 

This ſhielCs the other frae the caſtlin blaſt, 

That in return defends it frae the weſt. 

Lic as. ſtand ſingle (a Rate ſae bk'd by you!) 

Veneath ilk ſtorm frae every airth maun bow. 
Jenny. Ive done-»--I yield, dear laſſie, T maun yield, 

our better ſenſe has fairly won the field, 


_Wiithithe aſſiſtanee of a little fae 


Etes dern'd within my breaſt this mony a day. 
SANG VI. Tune, Nanſy's to the green - wood gane. 
1 yield, dear laſſie, ye have won, 
And there is nue denying, | | 
That fureas light flows frae the ſim. 
Frae love preceeds complying « 
| Far 


A Paſtoral Comedy. 


For & that e can do or ſoy” 
*Gainſt love nae thinker beeds us, 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fac, 
That by the. heartſtrings leads 1s. 


Peggy. Alake poor pris ner! Jenny, that's no fair, 

Lat yell no let the wie thing take the air: 

laſte, let him out, we'll tent as welPs we can, 

if he be Bauldy's, or poor Roger's man. 

Jenny. Anither time's as goud---for {ce the ſun 

right far up, and we're not yet begun 

b Ceath the graith3 if cankcr'd Madge, our aunt, 
ome up the burn, {hcl} gie's a wicked rant: 

ut when we've done, Pll tell ye a' my mind; | 
or this ſeems true, nae leſs can be unkind. {Exeunt. 


Kratz tritt 


Ae rn Denn . 
PROLOGUE. 


5 Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are ſeen. 
On this {ide ſtands a barn, on that a byar: | 
A peet ſtack joins, and forms a rural fquare. + oY 
The houſe is Glaud's, there you may ſee him leap, | 
And to his divet-ſcat invite his friend. 


1d, GLAUD and SY MON. ( 


aud. God. morrow, nibour Symon, - come, ft 
down, _ 5 1 a 
nd gie's your crecks,--- What's a' the news in town? 
hey tell me ye was in the ither day, 
d ſald your Crummock, and her bafſend quey. 
| warant ye've coft a pund of cut and dry; 

| 8 out your box, and gie's a pipe to try. i 

ymon. With a7 my heart; and tent me now, auld 

e gather'd news will kittle your mind with. joy. [boy, 
For I cou' dna 


dane. 5 


A ſnug thack houle, before the door a green; 3 


j 
} 


by 

5 < 
* 
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I cou dna reſt till I came ver the burn, 5 | 


Will gar our vile oppreſſors ſtend like flaes, 


uu —_— . 
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To tell ye things have taken fic a turn, 


And ſkulk in hidlings on the hether braes. 8 
Glaud. Fy blaw !---Ah Symmie ! rattling chiels ne'er 
To cleck and {pread the groſſeſt hes aff-hand, (ſtand 
Whilk ſoon flies round like wild-fire far and near: 
But looſe your poke, be't true or fauſe, let's hear. 
Symon. Seeing's believing, Glaud, and I have ſeen 
Hab, that abroad has with our Maſter been, 
Our brave good Maſter, wha bm wiſely fled, 
And left a fair eſtate to ſave his head, 
Becauſe ye ken fou well he bravcly choſe | 
To ſtand his liegeꝰs friend with great Montroſe. 
Now Cromwells gane to Nick: and ane ca'd Monk, 
Has plaid the Rumple a right flee begunk ; 
Reſtor'd king Charles, and ilka thing's in tune; 
And Habby ſays, we'll ſee Sir William ſoon. 
| Glaud. That makes me blyth indeed---but dinna flaw, 
Tell o%er your news again! and {wear tilPt a”. 
And {aw ye Hab! and what did Halbert ſay ? 
They have been c'en a dreary time away. | 
Now God be thanked that our laird's come hame, 
And his eſtate, ſay, can he eitlily claim? 
Symon. They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane, 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair do't again 
And good Sir William {all enjoy his ain. 


SANG VII. Tune, Cauld Kale in Aberdeen. 


Cauld be the rebels caſt, 3 

© Oppreſſors bafe and bloody, 

© Thope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
< Strung'a''up in a woody. 

© Blcſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high in ſtation, 

That bravely ftands in che defenee 
Of oonſciende, king and nation. 


, — * jo 


{ 
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Glaud. And may he lang, for never did he ſtent 

s 11 our thriving with a racket rent; : 

Nor grumbl*d if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 

ur mailens, when we pat on Sunday's claiths. 

Sy mon. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare: Be | 
Put on your bonnet, $ymon---tak a feat... [Kate? 
How's all at hame ?—— How's EHpa? — How does 
How ſells black cattle ? — What gies woo this year?“ 
und fickke kindly queſtions wad he ſpear. | TIE, 


} 


er 


tand 


SANG VIII. Time, Mucking of Geordy's byar. 

The heird wha in riches and honour 

« Wal thrive, ſhould be Kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants who labour 
To riſe aboon poverty: 

Elſe like che pack-horſe then's unfether'd 
| And burtheh'd, will tumble down faint ; 
law, | © Thus virtue by hardſhip is {ſmother'd, 

«And rackers aft times tne their rent. | 
Glaud. Then wad he gar his buttler bring bedeen 
he nappy bottle ben, and gleties clean, ED 
Vhillk in cur breaſt rais'd Cc a blythſome flame, 
s gart me mony a time gae dancing hame. | 
J heart's cen reis?d !-— Dear. nibour, will ye ſtay, 
d tak your diner here with me the dey. 
el] fend for El{pith too- and upo' fight, 
l whiſtle Pate and Roger frae the height. 
U poke my ſled, and fend to the neiſt town, 
bring a draught of ale, baith ſtout and brown, 
nd gar our cottars a' man wife and wean, 
Prink till they tine the gate to ſtand their Ane. 
Jon. I wadna bauk my friend his blyth deſigni, 
Fit that it hadna firſt of a' been mine: 
Pr here-yeſtreen I brew'd a bow of maut, 

fleſtreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat; 
„ furlet of good cakes my Elſpa beuk, 
Claud ind a large ham hangs reeſting in the novk. 


ane, 


. 


I faw 
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Since ve re my neareſt friend that I Hke beſt. 


Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld. 


And ſet the meikleſt peet ſtack in a low: 
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I ſaw my fell, or I came o'er the loan, 65 


Our meikle pot, that fcads the whey, put =” 
A mutten- honk to boilz---and anc we'll roaſt ; 


And on the EE tes El{pa ſpares nae coſt, 


Sma* are orn; and ſhe 71 my fou nice 
The guſt / ingans with a cur of f 


Fat are the problings,——beads and feet well ſung ; 


And we've invited nibours auld and young, 

To patsthis afternoon with glee and game, ; 
And drink our Maſter's health and welcome. hame. 
Ye maunna then refuſe to join the reſt, 


Bring wi' ye all your family, and chen, 
Whene'er you pleaſe, -P] rant wi' you again. 
Glaud. Spoke like ye'r ſell, ITT, never fear 
But at your 1 ſhall firlt appear: 
Faith, we ſhall bend the bicker, and Ck bauld, 


Auld, ſaid I !---Troth; Pm younger be a ſcore, ; 
With your good news, than what I was before. 
I'll dance or een! hey, Madge, come forth ye hear? 


| Enter Madge. TY 

Madge. The man's te! Dear Symon, welce 

What ty "Gland, End u this haſte and din? {hers 
Ye never let a body fit to {pin. 

Glaud. Spin! ſnuff — break your wheel, 


burn your tow, 


\ 


Syne dance about' the 42 till ye die, : 

Since now again we'll ſoon Sir William OE da 
Maage. BY lyth news indeed ——And wha was't td 

ou ot. 


Glaud. What's that to y 88 get my Sunda 
Wale out tlie whiteſt of my bobit bands, [coat 


My whyt-ſ\kin hoſe, and mittans for my hands; 
Then frae their waſhing cry the bairns in haſte, 
And make ye'r ſells as trig, head, feet and waiſt, 
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s ye were a' to get young lads or een; 
or we're gawn o'er to dine with Sym bedeen. 8 
Symone Do, honeft Madge — and, Glaud, Pll ver 
the gate, bi 5 
\nd ſee that a“ be done as I wad haet. [Exeunt. 


80 E N E II. 
PROLOGUE. 


The open field.---A cottage in a glen. 

An auld wife {poning at the ſunny end, 
At a ſmall diſtance, by a blaſted tree, | 
With falded arms, and haff-rais'd look ye ſee. 


5 B A U I. D V his lane. | 
uldy. W HAT: this? — 1 canna bear't ! *Tis 
war than hell, | | | 
Jo be ſac burnt with love, yet darena tell! 
) Peggy, ſweeter than the dawning day, 
. » Þwecter than gowany glens or new maun hay: 
ek, Slyther than — a out o'er the , 4 
traignter-than aught that in the foreſt grows: 
ler een the cleareſt blob of dew .outthines : 
he lily in her breaſt its beauty tines: 
ler legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her cen, 
Vill be my deid, that will be ſhortly ſeen ! | 
or Pate loes her waes me! and ſhe loes Pate; 
ind T with Neps, by ſome ümlueky fate, 
lade a daft yow -O! but ane be a beaſt, 
o make raſh aiths, till he's afore the prieſt. 
| darena ſpeak my mind, elſe a' the three, 
tald Put doubt, Wad prove ilk ane my enemy. 
Tris ſair to thole—Pll try ſome witcheraft art, 
inday'$ o brake with ane and win the other's heart. 
coat ere Mauſy lives, a witch, that for ſma' price, 
an caſt her cantrips, and give me advice; 
ne can o ercaſt the night, and clond the moon, 
aud make the deils obedient to her crune, 


At 
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At pon hours, ' o'er the kirk-yard {he raves, / 
And howks uncriſten'd weans out of their graves ; Au 
Boils up their livers in a warlock's pow, av 
Rins witherſhines about the hemlock low; 9 Ist 
And ſeven times does her prayers backwards pray, | / 


Till Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, Yo 
Mixt with the venom of black taids and ſnakes. 7 
Of tbis unſonſy pictures aft (hc makes 5 
Of any ane ſhe hates ;— and gars expire 1 
With flaw and racking pains afore a fire, Or 
© Stuck fou of prins ; the deviliſh pictures melt, 
q The pain by fowk they repreſent is felt. I 
i And yonder's Mauſe: Ay, ay, ſhe kens fou wee, 
When ane lke me comes rinning to the deil. 8 e 
| She and her cat fit beeking in her yard, f ] 
To ſpeak my errand, faith amaiſt Tm fear'd : EE 
But I maun do't, tho? T ſhould never thrive; 4 


They gallop faſt, that deils and laſſes drive, CExiuQTh 


wt SCENE III. 
15 PROLOGUE. 
A green kall-yard, a little fount, 
* Where water poplin ſprings, 
There ſits a wife with wrinkled front, 
And yet {he ſpins and ſings. 
SANG IX. Tune, Carle and the King come. 
Maussz. © PEGGY, now the king's come, 
F Peggy, now the king's come, 
Thou may dance, and I ſhall ting, 
Peggy, ſince the king's come: 
Nae mair the hawkies ſhalt thou milk, 
But c_ thy plaiding coat for ſilk, 
© And be a lady of that ilk, | 
Now, Peggy, ſince the king's come. 


Enter Bauldy. 


Ls Bauldy, How docs auld honeſt lucky of the glen? | A 
Je look þaith hale and feir at threeicore. ten. 
| Manic 
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„ aral Camed .. &s 
Matiſe. E'en twining out a thread with little din, 
And bet king my cauld limbs afore the ſun. . 
What brings my bairn this gate ſae air at morn? 
s there nae-muck to lead. to threſh, nae corn? 
| Bauldy. Enough of baith---But ſomething that requires 
Your. helping hand, employs now all my cares. 
s Maſe. My helping hand, alake! what can I do _ 
E That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ? 

Bauldy. Ay, but you're wile, and wiſer far than we, 
Or maiſt part of the-pariſh tells a lie. . 

Mauſe. Of what kind wiſdom think ye Pm poſſeſt, 
That lifts my character aboon the reſt? | 
Bauldy. The word that gangs, how ye're ſae wiſe and 
| e'll may be tak it ill if I faou'd tell. | 4. THOU 
4 Mauſe. What fowk ſays of me, Bauldy, let me hear; 
Weep nacthing up, ye nacthing have to fear. | 
Bauldy. Well, fince ye bid me, I ſhall tell ye af 
That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw. ä 
When laſt the wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn, 

When laſt the burn bore down my mither's yarn, 
When Brawny elt-ſhot never mair came hame ; 
When Tibby kirn'd and there nae butter came; 
When Beſſy Freetock's chuffy-cheeked wean 

To a fairy turn'd, and cou'dna ſtand its lane: 
When Wattie wander'd ae night thro” the ſhaw, 

And tint himſel amaiſt amang the ſnaw ; ts 

e. When Mungo's mare ſtood ſtill, and ſwat with fright, 
When he brought eaſt the Howdy under night: 
When Bawſy ſhot to dead upon the green, 
And Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen ; | 
You Lucky, gat the wyte of a' fell out, 
And ilka ane here dreads ye round about; 
And ſae they may that mint to do ye ſkaith; 
For me to wrang ye, ÞT'll be very laith:  _ 
But when J heiſt make groats, Pl! ſtrive to pleaſe 
You with a furlet of them mixt with peaſe. . 
Mauſe. I thank ye, lad---now tell me your demand, 
en? And, if I can, Vil lend my helping hand. | 
% C : 


Manye 


Ba uldy . 
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Bauldy. Then I Hke Pegg;y-:-Neps is fond of me 5 


Peggy likes Pate ;---and Patie's bauld and flee, 
And loes ſweet Meg---But Neps I downa fee —- 
"Couv'd ye turn Patie's love to Neps and then 
Peggy's to me, -d be the happieſt man. 

Mauje PN try my art to gar the bowls row right. 


Sae gang your ways and come again at night; 


Gainſt that time VII ſome ſimple things prepare, 


Worth all your peaſe and groats, take ye na care. E 
Bauldy. Well, Mauſe, Il] come, gif J the road can fin; 
But if ye raiſe the Deil, he'll raiſe the wind; 4 
Syne rain and thunder, may be, when *tis Iote, 
Will make the night fac mitk, VII tine the gate. W 
We're a' to rant at Symie's at a feſt, | 
O will ye come like badrans for a jeſt ; To 
And there ye can our different *haviours ſpy ; el 
There's nane {hall ken o't there but you and J. _ 
Mauſe. Tis like I may---bnt let na on what's paſt al 
*I'ween you and me, elſe fear a kittle caſt. —_ 4 


Bauldy, If I aught of your ſecrets cer 4 3 
Alay ye ride on me ilka nigbt to France. 


LExit. Bauld 


MAUS E her lane. 


Hard luck, alake ! when poverty cd cild, 
Weeds out of faſnion, and a lancly bold, 
With a ſma* caſt of wiles, ſhould in a twitch, 
Gre ane the hatefu* name, A wrinkled witch. 
This foolimagines, as mony do fic, | 
That I'm a wretch in compact with Auld Nick, 
Vccauſe by education I was taught | 
Fo ſpeak and a4. aboon their common thought. 
Their groſs-miſtake ſhall quickly now appear, 
Soon {hall they ken what brought, what keeps me ere. 
Nane kens but; me; and if the morn were come, 

V'l tell them tales will gar tliem all ſing dumb. 
. [EX1H.: AC 
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7 _PROLOGUYE. 6 
© Pehinl a tree upon the plain, 
© Patie and his Peggy meet, 
© Tn love without a vicious ſtain, 
t. The bonny laſs and cheerfu' ſwain 
Change vows and kiſſes ſweet. 
| PAT IE and PEGGY. 
EGGY. 0 Pa TIE, let me gang, I manna ſtay ;. © 
We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny 
{he's away. 
Patie., Pm laith to part fac foon ; now were alane, 
Ind Roger he's away wich Jenny gane; 
hey're as content, for ought I hear or fee, 
To be alane themiclyves, I judge, as we. | 
ere, where primroſes thickeſt paint the green, - 
ard by this little burnie let us lean ; TE 
& ark how the lav*rcess chant aboon our heads, 
Jo ſaft the weſtlin winds ſough through the reeds f 
e, Peggy. The ſcented meadows---birds---and health 
or ought Tken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe. breeze, 
Baud Patie. Ye wrang me fair, to dowot my being kind; 
I ſpeaking fas, ye ca? me dull andblind. | 
zi 1 could fancy ought's fac ſweet or fur 
s my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 
by breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt brier, 
by cheeks and breaſt the fineſt flow'rs appear: 
hy words excel the maiſt delightfu' notes, 
hat warble through the merle or mavis? throats : 
ith thee JI teat nac flowers that butk the field, 
r ripeſt berries that our mountains yield: 
he ſweeteſt fruits, that hing upon the tree, 
re far inferior to a kiſs of thee. > 
Peggy. But Patrick for foine wicked end may fleechr 
nd labs ſhould tremble when the Foxes preach. 4 
e ere. rena ſtay,-----ye joker let me gang, 
Itter laſs may gar ye change your fang, 
our thou its may flit, and Tay thole the wrang. 5 
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Patie. Sooner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, 1 
And wrang the bairn fits fmiling on her la: 
The fun ſhall change, the moon to change ſhall ceaſe, T 
The gaits to climb---the ſheep to yield the fleece, 
Ere ought by me be either ſaid or done, 
Shall Ckaith our love. I {wear by all boon, © 
Peggy. Then keep your aith——But mony lads will 
And be maniworn to twa in half a year: [ſwear fi 
Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ; of nes 
But if anither laſs your heart ſhou'd ſteal ; 
Your Meg, forsſaken, bootleſs might relate 
How ſhe was dauted anes by faitlileſs Pate. 
Patie. Pm ſure I canna change, ye needna fear, 
i Thoꝰ we're but young I've loy'd you mony a year: 
g 1 mind it well, when on cou'dſt hardly gang, | 
| Or liſp out words, Ichoovg'd ye frae the thrang 
þ Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
© i Aft to the tanſy-know and raſhy ſtrand ; = 
; Thou ſmiling by my ſide——1 took delight 
| | To pou the raſhes green with roots ſae white, 
Of which, as well as my young fancy cou'd, * 
For thee I plet the flow'ry belt and ſnood. = 
| Peggy. When firſt thou gade with ſhepherds to the hill - 
! And I to milk the ews firſt try'd my ſkill, | 
ö To bear a leglen was nac toil to me, | | 
| | When at the bught at ev'n I met with thee. 
Zh Patie. When corns grew yellow, and the hether bells 
j}  Bloom'd bonny on the moor and riſing fells, 
Mae birns, or briers, or whins cer, troubled me 
1 Gif I cou'd find blae berries ripe for the. | 
5 Peggy. When thou didſt wreſtle, run, or put the ſtane 
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain: 
At all theſe ſports thou ſtill gave Toy to me; 
For nane can wreſtle, run, or put with thee. 
Paiie, Jenny fings ſaft the Broom of Cowdon-Knows, 
And Roſie lilts the Milking of the eu- 95 
There's nane, like Vanſie, fenny Nettles ſings: 
At turns in Maggy Lauder, Marion dings: r 
But when my Peggy ſings with ſweeter {kill Th 
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The Boatman, or the La of Paties Mill, 
: It is a thouſand times mair feet to me; 
ſe, Tho? they ſing well, they canna {ing like thee. © 
| Peggy. How eith can laſſes trow what they defire, 
And roos d, by them we love, blows up the fire: 
„ But wha loves beſt, let time and carriage tr; 
will Ine conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy. 
ſwear, ge {till as now, and a' my care ſhall be, 
ow to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 


SANG X. Tune, The yellow-hair'd ladie, 3 
8 e . 
: When firſt my dear ladie gade to the green hill, 
And I at ew milking firſt ſey'd my young ſkill,. 
To bear the milk bowie, no pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd. with thee. 
| | | PAT IE, y 
When corn- riggs wav'd yellow, and blew hether belts 
© Bloonrd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells, 
Nae birns, briers, nor brekens, gave trouble to me, 
© If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 
ES on os, i COT os 
When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, . 
And came off the victor, my heart was ay fain : 
bells Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; 
For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. - 
| PA TI E. 
Our Jenny ſings ſaſtly the Cowdor broom-knows, ? 
ſtaneſ . And Rofic lilts ſweetly the Milking the ews; | 
There's few Fenny Nettles like Nanſy can ſing, 
At Throw the wood laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring: 
I But when my dear Peggy ſings with better {kill, 
0W., © The Boatman, Tweed ſide, or the Laſs of the Mill, + 
is many times ſweeter and. pleaſant to me; 
For tho' they ling nicely they cannot Hike thee. | 
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© How eaſy can laſſes trow what they defire ? 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes love's fire: 
Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy hall be 
« To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thec. 

Patie. Wert thou a giglit gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave, | 
At naught they'll ferly, — ſenſeleſs tales believe, 
Be blyth tor {illy hechts, for trifles grieve--- 
Sic ne' er cou'd win my heart, that kenna how 
Either to keep a prize, or yct prove true * 
But thou in better ſenſe, without a flaw, 
As in thy beauty, far excels them a'. 
Continue kind, and a. my care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee. 


Peggy. Agreed ; but hearken, yon's auld aunty's cry 


1 ken they'll wonder what can make ns ſtay, 
Patie. And let them ferly,---now a kindly kife, 
Or ve {core good anes wad not be a mils ; 
And ſyne well {ing the {ang with tune fu' glee, 
Ihat I made up laſt owk on you and me. 
Peggy. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your hirc—— 
Patie. Well, ] agree. 


SANG XI. 


PATLIE ſfings.] 
By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
© And rowing eyes that ſmiling tells the truth, 
4 1 gueſs, my lallic, that as well as I, | | 


eure made for love, and why fhould ye deny? 


ö PEGGY [ings] 
ut ken ye, lad, gif we confeſs o'er ſoon, 


Ve think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done : 


Ihe maiden that ofer quickly tines her pow'r, 
Hake untipe fruit yill ta ſte but hard and ſowr. 
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PATIE Iſings.] 


But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 


Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 
Red- checked ye compleatly ripe appear, 
And T have thold and woo'd a lang half. year. 
PEGGY | /ing's falls into Patie's arn:s. ] 
Then dinna pou me, gently thus T 1 
Into my Palic's arms, for good and a- 
But ſtint your withes to this kind enibr ace, 
And mint nat farther, till we've got the grace, 
PATIE [with his leſt hand about her waiſt. 1 
O charming ar fu! ! hence ye cares away, 
II Eis m 7 treaſure à the hve lang day; 
All night Fil dream my kiifes O er again, 
"Till that ds y come that ye be a my ain. 


Sung by both. 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ſkies, 
Gang {von to bed, and quickly r ile; 
« Olath your ſtceds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal-dey ; 
And if you're weary'd honelt byht, 
© Sleep, gin ye ke, a weck tt: at 1 melt. 


The end of the ſecond Att. 
+44$44+$4+++$43+$++$+++$3$4$+3* 
4er m. 8CENE I. -- 
PROLOGUE. 
Now turn your eyes beyond yon fpreading lyme, 


And tent a man whoſe beard ſeems bteech'd with time: 
Ane elwand fills his hand, nis habit mean, 


Nae doubt ye'll think he has a pedlar been: 
But whiſht, it is the knight in maſquerade, 


That comes _ in this cloud to ſee his lad. 
Obſerve how pleas'd the wile ſuff'rer moves 


Throw his auld uteri fr delightfy' — | 4 
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Sr WILLIAM /o%. 
THE Gentleman, thus hid in low diſguiſe, 


ll for a ſpace, unknown, delight mine eyes. 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 


Which once I loft---which now are mine again. 


Yet, midſt my joys, ſome proſpects pain renew, 
Whilit I my once fair ſeat in ruins view. 

Vonder! ah me, it deſolately ſtands, 
Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their bands; 
The caſements all broke down, no chimney left, 
The naked walls of tap'ttry all bereft. | 


My tables and pavilions, broken walls! 


That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls : 
My gardens once adorn'd the moſt compleat, 
With all that nature, all that art makes ſweet ;_ 


Where round the figur4d green and peeble-walks, . 


The dewy flowers hung nodding on their {talks : 
But overgrown with nettles, docks and brier, 
No Jaccacinths or Eglantines appear. 

How doth theſe ano walls to rujn yield, 


Where peach and ne&*rine branches found a beild, 


And baſk*d in rays, which early did produce 

Fruit fair to view, delightful in the uſe; 

All round in gaps, the moſt in rubbiſh ly, 

And from what ſtands the wither*d branches fly. 

Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair'd ;——and now my joy 

Forbids all grief—— when I'm to ſee-my BOY, 

My only prop, and object of my care, 

Since heaven too ſoon call'd home his mother fair: 

Him, efer the rays of reaſon clear*d his thought. 

] ſecretly. to faithful Symon brought. 

And charg*d him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, 

Till we {hou'd ſee what changing times brought fort 

Hid from himſelf, he ſtarts up by the dawn, 

And ranges careleſs ofer.the height and lawn, 

After his fleecy charge ſerenely gayy 
a whiſtling o'er the day. |, 
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hrice views life! that's from ambition free, 
mov*d from crowns and courts, how cheerfully | 
quiet contented mortal ſpends his tune 
hearty health, bis ſoul unſtain*d with crime. 


SANG MI. Tune, Happy Clown. 


Hid from himſelf, now by the dawn 

He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, _ 

And ranges ofer the heights and lawn, | 
After his blecting flocks. 

* Healthful, and innocently gay, 

He chants and whiſtles out the day ; 

* Uuntaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy from ambition free, 

Envy and vile hy pocriſie, 

When truth and love with joy agree, | 

© Umnlhed with a crime: i 
© Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 
In propping of their pride and ſtate, 85 

« He lives, and unafraid of fate, 

« Contented ſpends his time. 


ow towerds good Symon's houſe I'll bend my way, 
nd ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day ; 

Il on the green in a fair wanton ring, . 
ly youthful tenants gaylie dance and ling. Ex. Sir will 


ACT. I. SCENE II. 
PROLOGUE. | 
* Tis 8 mon's houſe, pleaſe to ſtep i in, = 
And viſly*tround and round, . . 
Theres nought ſu 3 ous to give . 22 
t fort Or coſtly to be found [ro 
Vet all is clean: A clear peat. r 
Glances amidſt the floor; | 
The green horn ſpoons, beech-luggies mingle. of 
On (kelfs foregginſt the _ 2 
OST Mile 
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While the young brood ſport on the green, 
The auld anes pink it beſt, | 


With the brown cow to clear their een, 
Snuff, crack, and take their reſt. 


SYMON, GLAU D, and E LSP A. 


Glaud. W E anes were young our ſells I like to ſc 

The bairns bob round with other merry] 

Troth, Symon, - Patie*%s grown a ſtrapan n lad, 
And better looks than his 1 never bade 


Amang our lads he bears the gree aua“: | 
And tells his tale the clev / reſt of them as. 

Elſpa. Poor man !—he's a great comfort to us baith}© 

God mak him good, -and hide Tran ay frae ſkaith. 
He is a bairn, III ſay; well worth our care, 
That gae us nefer vexation late or air. 

Claud. I trow, oodwife, if I be not miſtane, 
He ſeems to be with Peggy's beauty tane, 

And troth, my nice is'a right dainty wean, 

As ye will ken; ; à bonnier needna be, 

Nor better bet ſhe were nae kin to me. 

_ Symon. Ha, Glaud; I doubt that nefer will be a mate 
My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 

And or he were, for reaſons Tl no tell, 

I'd rather be mixt with the mools my ſl. 

Glaud. What reaſon can ye have? There's nane 
Unleſs ye may caft up that ſhe's bur poor: [fu 
But gif the lafſie marry to my mind, 

I'll be to her as my ain Jenny kind ; : 
Fourſcore of breeding ews of my ain bien, 

Five ky that at ae ing fills a kirn 

141 gie to Peggy that day ſhe's a bride 3 

By and 3 if my good _ abide, 
Ten lambs, at ſpainin s I hve, - 

And twa guey cawts Fl yea — 2 to them give. 

Elſpa. Ve offer fair, kind Glaud, but dinna er 

What may be is not fit ye yet could hear. 

Symon. Or this day eightt-day $ bkely he ſhall learn, 

| That our denial diſna fight his * Gail 
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en, td. Well, nae mair ot; — come, gi's the other 
43] drink their healths, whatever way it end. [bend, 
5 [Their healths gae-10und. 
he. Put will ye teil me, Glaud ? By ſome (is faid, 
ur niece is but a /urdling, tit was laid 


A. Pen et your hallon- ſide, ac morn in May, 
e to ſceſſfiit clean rowd up, and bedded on dry hay. 
merrylW& 17. Tint clattering Mid ge, my titty, tells fic flaws, 


ene“ er our Meg her carkart humour gaws. | 
Eiter jenny. | | 
-nN7, O father, there's an auld man on the green, | 

| 


* 
IN 
3 — 
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1s baith e felleſt fortens teller efer was feen : 
tents our Jovis, and ſyne whops out a book, 


1 rns o, er the leaves, and gi“es our brows a look: NM | 

1 * . | "1: 3» 

c teils the oddeſt tales that efer ye heard; 1 

LA head is gray, and lang and gray his beard. : f 

, mon. Gae bring him in, we'll hear what he can ſy, 1 

ne ſhall gang hungry by my houfe to-day _ 

| | eienr. { f 

t for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear, | 

: Fkens nac mair of that than my gray mare. | 17 

a matq //. Spac-· men / the truth of a“ their ſaws J doubt, 4 

r greater hars never ran theredut. | . 1 

eturns Jenny bringing in Sir Will. with them Patie. 4 

ane . Vere welcome, honeſt carle—here, tak a ſeat. a 

| Sir 1/111. J give ye thanks, goodman, Iſe no be blate. +. 
laud [drinbs.] Come, tfye, friend—-How far came ye a 

the day? 3 8 | * 

Sir Will. I pledge ye, nibour, efen but little way: 1 

uſted with eild, a wie piece gate ſeems lang, 33 
wa miles or three*s the maiſt that I dow gang. | di 
men. Vere welcome here to ſtay all night with me, F 

Fd tak fc bed and board as we can gite,. | | an 

f Sir Mill. That's kind unſouglu:— Well, gin ye have a 4 

ecr hat ye like well, and wad his fortune learn, bairn 4 

{hall employ the fartheſt of my ſkill 14 

oO, k o ſpae it faithfully, be*t good or ill. 1 

au 


Symon. 1 
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I'll wager there's a mouſe mark on your ſide. 


7 But a ſhort while, hell be a braw rich laird. In 


Aft - times as broken a chip has come to land. 


In ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. 


See things far aft, and things to come, as c ear 
As I can ſee m thumb---wow! can he tell 
(Speer at him ſoon as he comes to hiniſel) 
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Symons [pointing to patie.] et that lad—alack 
have nae mae, 
Either to make me joyful now or wae. 
Sir Will. Young man, let's ſee your. band—what l 
ye ſneer ? 
Patie. Becauſe your fils but little worth, I fear. 
Sir Will. Ve cut before the point But billy, bide 


Elſpa. Betooch-us-to / and well J wat thats true; 
Awa, awa, the deil's oer girt wi“ you: 
Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever ſeen ſince he firſt wore a ſark. 

Sir ill. I tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpair 


- Elſpa. A laird ! Hear ye goodman—what think 

Symon. Idinna ken / Strange auld man, what art th 
Fair fa* your heart, *tis good to bode of wealth; 
Come, turn the timber to laird Patic*s health. 

[ Paite*s health gaes 10 

Patie. A laird of twa good whiltles and a Rene: 
Twa curs my truſty tenants on the bent, . 
Is all my great eſtate—and like to be; 
Sae cunning carle, ne“ er break your ' Jakes on me. 

' Symon. Whiſht, Patie—let the man look o, er yo 


[Sir William looks a little at Patie*s hand, then 
terfeits falling into a trance, while they endes 
to lay him right. 


Elſpa. Preſerve*s the man's a warlock, or poll 
With ſome nae good, or fecond-ſight at leaſt : 
Where is he now? —— 

Gauld,-----He*s ſeeing a* that's done 


Elſpa. Theſe ſecond-lighted fowks, his peace e be 
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-alack how ſoon weell fee Sir William? Wiſht he heaves, 
Ind ſpeaks out broken words like ane that raves. 
5 Symon. Hell ſoon grow better---Elſpa, haſte ye, gae 
-what And fill him up a taſs of Uſquebae. * 
| as 3 Sir Will. [farts up and ſpeaks.] 
7 bidell A Knizht that for a LY ON fought 
4 « Agamit a herd of bears, 


Vas to lang toil and trouble brought, 


true; © Tn which ſome thouſands ſhares : 

But now again the LY ON rares, 
And joy ſpreads ofer the plain, 
e ſpair The LY ON has defeat the bears, 
[ni The Knight returns again. 

think That Knight in a few days ſhall bring 

\t art th A ſhepherd frae the fauld; 

th; 1 And ſhall preſent him to his King, 


A ſubject true and bauld: 
nes 101 He Mr. Patrick ſhall be Callfd.---- 
. © All you that hear me now 
: May well believe what I have tald, 
For it ſhall happen true. 


$y1m07. Friend, may your {pacing happen ſoon and weel ; 

t, faith, Im redd youtve bargain*d with the deil, 

tell ſome tales that fowks wad ſecret keep ; 

do you get them tald you in your ſleep? | 

dir Will. Howefer J get them, never faſh your beard, 

Ir come I to redd fortunes for reward: Fx 

t I'll lay ten to ane with ony here, 

at all I propheſy ſhall ſoon appear. 

ynon. You propheſying fowks are odd kind men 

ey”re here that ken, and here that diina ken: 

c wimpled meaning of your unco' tale, 

hilk ſoon will mak A o'er muir and daleQ. HY & 
laud. Tis nae ſma?. ſport to hear how Sym believes 

d takes't for goſpel what the ſpae- man gives, . 
flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 

what we wiſh, we trow at ony rate, 
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Sir Will. Whiſht, douhtfu? carle, for ere the ſun 
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Has driven twice down to the ſea, 
What I have {aid ye ſhall ſee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 

Claud. Well, be't ſae, friend, I ſhall ſay e mair 

But Pve twa ſonſy laſſes young and fair, 
Cong ripe for men: I-wiſh you cou'd foreſee 
Sic fortunes for them might prove joy to me. 

Sir Will. Nae mair thro? ſecrets can I lift 

Till darkneſs black the bent; 
I have but anes a day that gift, , 
Sac reſt a while content. 

Symon. Elipa, caſt on the claith, fetch butt ſome meat, 
And of your beſt gar this auld ſtranger eat. : :- 

Sir Will. Delay a while your hoſpitable care; 

T'd rather enjoy this ev'ning calm and fair 
Around yon ruinẽd tower to fetch a walk; 
With you, kind friend, to have {ome private talk. 

Symon. Soon as you pleaſe, Pll anſwer your defire--l* 
And, Gland, you'll take your pipe beſide the fire; \ 
Well but gae round the place and ſoon be back, 

Syne ſup together, and tak our pint and crack. 

Glaud. Il out a while, and ſee the young anes play; 

oy hearts ſtill light, albeit my locks be gray. [Exeun 


A CT III. SCENE III. 
PROLOGUE 


« JENNY pretends an errand hame, 
« Young ROGER draps the reſt,. 
"FO whiſper out his melting flame, 
And thow his laſſie's breaſt. 

Behind a buſh, well hid frac ſight, they meet: 

See . s laughing, Roger's like to greet. 
5 Poor Shepherd ! 
ROGER 3 | 
Ane, DE AR Jenny, I wad ſpeak t'ye, wad ye let} 
And yet I xp , yerre ay ſae ſcornfu' ſet. . 

enny. And — would Roger ſay, if he could ſpeak 

Am I oblig'd to Sus what 1 ere-to eck! KA 
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n Roger. Ves, ye my gueſs right eith for what I green, 
Baith by my ſervice, tighs, and langing een; HS 
And I maun out wi't, tho“ I riſk your fcorn; | | 
IE Yerre never frae my thoughts baith evi and morn. 
g mai} Ah! could I loe you leſs, I'd happy be; 
he But happier far, couẽd ye but fancy me, i 
Jenny. And whakens, honeſt lad, but that I may? 
Ye canna ſay that efer I ſaid you nay. 5 
Roger. Alake lmy frighted heart begins to fail. 
Whene“er I mint to tell you out my tale, 
For fear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than J, 
I Has won your love, and near your heart may ly. 
e meat Jenny. IT loe my father, couſin Meg I love: 
But to this day nae man my mind couꝭd move: 
Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to fne ; 
And frae you all I beſt had keep me free. 
Roger. How lang, dear Jenny---ſayna that again, 
at pleaſure can ye tak in giving pain? 
m glad, however, that ye yet ſtand free, 
Vha kens but ye may rue and pity me ?, | i 
Jenny. Ve have my pity elſe, to ſce ye ſet ö 
On that whilk makes our . ſoony forgot. 


eſire- ] 


2 


play ; MW ow ! but wefre bonny, good and ever thing! 
Exeuil low ſweet we breath, whenefer we kiſsor ling ; 


But were nae ſooner fools to give conſent, 
han we our daffin, and tint power repent: 
en priſonꝰd in four waws a wife right tame, 
Atho“ the firſt, the greateſt drudge at hame. 
Roger. That only happens, when, for ſake of gear, 
Ane wales a wife as he would buy a mare: | 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind 
Of diffrent tempers, that can necer prove kind. 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
ho* thou ſhould ſcorn,---ftill to delyte in thee. 
Jenny. What ſuggaréd words frae wooers lips can fa“? 
ut girning marriage comes and ends them af. 
ve ſeen with ſhining fair the morning riſe, 
ind ſoon the ſlcety clouds mirk a“ the ſkies; : 
| 2 2 I've” 


d ye Jet 
u' ſet. 
d ſpe: 


Ro 
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Kis, kiſs! well kiſs the fun and ſtarns away, 


/ ; . = 


F've ſeen the ſilver ſprings a while rin clear, 

And ſoon in molly puddles difappear : 5 

The bridegroom may rejoice, tlie. bride may ſinfte. 

But ſoon contentions a* their joy beguile. 

Roger. I've ſeen the morning rife with faireſt light, 

The day unclouded, ſink in calmeſt night. 

I've ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling thro* the plain, 

Increaſe, and join the ocean without ſtain; 

The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may ſmile,” 

Rejoice thro* life, and all your fears begülee. 
Jenny. Were I but ſure yoh lang woutd love maintai 

The feweſt words my eaſy heart could gain: "50 

For I maun own, ſince now at laſt you're free, 

Altho“ I jok*d, I lovd your company : - 

And ever had a warmneſs in my breait, 

That made ye dearer to me than the reſt. 


1 
$1 


1 | 
| 


* 


Roper. Im happy now! ofer happy ! had my head! 
This guſh of pleaſurc*s like to be my dead. 
Come to my arms! or ſtrike me! I'm all fired 
With wond'ring love! let's kiſs till we be tir 


And ferly at the quick return of day ! 
O Jenny! let my arms about thee twine, 
And briſs thy bonny breaſts and lips to mine. 
SANG XIII. Leith-Wynd. 
JENNY. 
Were I afſur4d you'll conſtant prove, 
Lou ſhould nae mair complain; 
The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain: 
For I muſt own, now ſince youre free, 
This too fond heart of mine 
Flas long, a black: ſole true to thee; 
* Wiſh<d to be pair'd with thine. 
ROGER. 
I'm happy now, ah! let my head 
pon thy breaſt recline; 


— 
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The pleaſt ure ſtrikes me near- hald ad: 
Is Jenny than ſae kind ! 5 
O let me briſs thee to my heart, 
And round my arms ent wine: 
ght, Delightfu' thought; well never part. 
— Come, preſs thy mouth to mine. 


Jenny. With equal joy my eaſy heart gies way, 
To own thy well try'd love has won the day. 
ow by theſe warmeſt kiſſes thou haſt tane, 

Swear thus to love me when by vows made ane, 

Roger. I {wear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 
Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb; 
here {hall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
you agree with me to-lead your life. 
| SANG XIV. Or Bogie. 
head! c w J 1 

ell J agree, ye're fure of me; 
Next to my father gae. 
2 Make him content to give conſent, 
* © He'll hardly ſay you nay: 
For you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you well, 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld;. 
When bairns want milk and meal, 
_ © Show'd he deny I carena by, 
© He'd contradict in vain. | 
* Tho? a my kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
© But thee I will have nane. 
Then pever range, nor learn to change, 
Like theſe in high degree: 
And if ye prove faithful in love, 
© You'll find nae fault in me. 
Roger. My faulds contain twice fifteen farrow ae 
* 


s mony newcal in my byres do rowt: 


Five pack of woo? J can at Lammas fell, 

horn frae my bob taiPd bleeters on the fell, 

Food twenty pair of — for our bed, DS | 
D 3. Witt 


* 


* 


E, 


aintain 


—— 
„ 8 


And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 


| Keep tryſt, and meet me there; there let us meet, 


To bear the head up, when rebelious tail 


| Whilk fills us a with joy now he's come hame,. 
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With meikle care my thrifty mither made, _ 
Ilk thing that makes a heartſome houſe and tight, 
Was ſtill her care, my father's great delight. 
They left me all, which now gives joy to me, 
Becaule I can give a', my dear, to thee: 


Nane but my Jenny ſhould the ſamen ſkair. 
My love and all is yours ; now had them faſt, 
And guide them as ye like, to gar them laſt. 
Jenny. T'll do my beſt ;— but ſee wha comes this way; 
Patie and Meg ;— beſides I mauna ſtay ; | 
Let's ſteal frae ither now, and meet the morn, 
If we be feen we'll. drie a deal of ſcorn. 
Roger. To where the ſaugh-tree ſhades the minnin-pot 
PI! frae the hill come down when day grows cool; 


To kiſs and tell our love—there's nought ſae ſweet. 
ACT III. SCENE Iv. 
PROLOGUE. 
This ſcene preſents the KNIGHT and SY ME 
Within a gallery of the place, 
Where all looks ruinous and grim, 
Nor has the baron ſhewn his face; 
But joking with his ſhepherd leel, 
Aft ſpears the gate he kens fu well. 
Sr WILLIAM and SYMON. 
Sr WILLIAM. 


To whom belongs this houſe ſo much decay'd ? * 
Symon. To ane that loſt it, lending gen'rous aid, 


Againſt the laws of nature did prevail. 
Sir William Worthy is our maſter's name, 


' (Sir William draps his maſking beard, 
Symon tranſported ſees | 

F The welcome knight, with fond regard, 

And graſps him round the knees)... 
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My maſter ! my dear maſter do J breathe, 
To ſee him healthy, ſtrong and free frae ſkaith? 
&cturn'd to chear his wiſhing tenants's ſight, 
ro bleſs his Sox, my charge, the world's delight ! 
Sir Will. Riſe, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
\ place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy : 
came to view thy care in this diſguiſe, 
nd am confirm'd thy conduct has been wiſe ; 
ince {till the ſecret thou'ſt ſecurcly ſeal'd, 
is way; ind ne'er to him his real birth reveaPd. | | 
Symon. The due obedience to your ſtrict command 
as the firſt lock ;---neiſt my ain judgment fand 
ut reaſons plenty; ſince without eſtate, ; 
youth, tho? ſprung frae kings, looks baugh and blate. 
Sir Will. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
ill grown unfit for action, paſt their prime, — 
ng on their friends----which gi' es their ſauls a caſt, 
hat turns then downright beggars at the laſt. 
Symon. Now, well I wat, Sir, ye have ſpoken true; 
a there's laird Kytie's fon, that's d by few; 
ather ſteght his fortune in his wame, 

left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
e gangs about ſornan frae place to place, 
s ſcrimp of manners, as of ſenſe and grace; 
ppreſſing all as puniſhment of their ſin, } 
hat are within his tenth degree of kin: /- 
ins in ilk trader's debt, wha's ſae unjuſt ; 
o his ain fam'ly, as to give him truſt. 
Sir Will. Such uſeleſs branches of a common-wedtth,. & 
ould be lopt off to give a ſtate mair health —_ 
nworthy bare reflection Symon, run 2 
er all your obſervations on my ſon; | = 
parent's fondneſs: eaſily finds excuſe :: 

t do not with indulgence truth abuſe. | 

Symon. To ſpeak his praiſe, the langeſt ſimmer day. 


s aid, 


1 


ad be o'er ſhort,---cow'd I them right diſplay: 
word and deed he can ſae well behave, 


Tat out offight he runs before the laue; 
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With a firm look, and a connnanding way, bb: 
He gars the proudeſt of our herds obey, (proce 


What learning has he? Can he write and read? 


To gie him at the ſchool enough of lair; 


He aften ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of men. 


With this, quoth he, on braes I crack with kings. 


| Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 


When we a leaf or twa haff read haff ſpell, 


And when therc's &er a quarrel or conteſt, 

Patrick's made judge, to tell whale cauſe is beſt; 
And his decfeet ſtands good ;---hel gar it ſtand : 
Wha dares to grumble, finds his correcting hand. 


Sir Will. Your tale much 'plcales ;---my good fridfi 
Symon. Baith wonder well; for, troth, I didna ſpare 


And he delites in books :---he reads and fpeaks 

With fowks that kens them, Latin words and Greeks. fy 
Sir Will. Where gets he books to read?---and of wih 

kind ? 

Tho ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 
Sym. Whene'er he drives our ſheep to Edinburgh pt 

He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſangs or ſport : 

Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 

And carries ay a poutchfu' to the hill. 

About ane Shakeipear, and a famous Ben, 


How ſweetly Hawthornden and Stirling ſing, 
And ane ca'd Cowley, loyal to his king, 
He kens fu? wee], and gars their verſes ring. 
I ſometimes thought he made o'er great a .. 
About fine poems, hiſtories and plays. 
When I reprov'd him anes,---a book he brings, 


Sir Will. He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad my 
When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear. 


Above a Lord's that is not thus inclin d. | 
Symon. What ken we better, that ſae findle look, 
Except on rainy ſundays, on a book; 


Till a' the reſt fleep round, as wells our ſell ? 
Sir Will. Well jeſted, Symon :---but one queſton m 
Pl only aſk ye now, and then giye o'er. N 
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je youth's arriv'd the age when httle loves * 
t; ghter around young hearts like cooing doves; 
F 5 nae young laſſſe with inviting mein, 
d. d roſy check, the wonder of the green, 
gag'd his look, and-caught bis youthfu' heart? | 
(proce Symon. I fear'd the warſt, but ken'd the ſmalleſt part, 
Og friefjil late I ſaw him twa three times mair 1weet, 
ith Glaud's fair niece, than I thought right or meet: 
d wy fears; but now have nought 1 fr, 
ce bke yourſell your ſon will ſoon appcar. 
| &entleman, enrich'd with all theſe charms, 
Teeks. y bleſs the faireſt beſt born 1.dies arms. 
id of Wir Vill. This nicht muſt end his unambitious fire, 
| xn higher views {hall greater thoughts inſpire; 
d. | Symon, bring hom quickly h me 
urgh pe ne but yourſelf ſhall gur firſt meeting ſee ; 6 
: Inder's my horſe and ſervants nigh at hand, 
ey come juſt at the time I give command. 
ught in my own apparel Vil go dreſs: 
ye the ſecret may to all confeſs. 
Y mon. With how much joy I on this errand _ 
ere's nane can know, thut is not downright me. 
Exit Symon. 
Sir / IT L LI AM foluc. 8 
enthe event of hope ſueceſsfully appears, | 
ehappy hour cancell the toil:of years. 
houſand toils are loſt in Lethe's ftreain, 
d cares evaniſh like a morning dream; 
* wilh'd for pleaſures riſe Me mornin Zlight, 
ain that's paſt enchances the delight. 
e joys I feel, that words. can ill ex pieſs, 
e er had known withoutmmy-late-diftreſs. 
But from his ruſtick-buſinets and love, 5 


. fo pare 


e, 


rs. 


d my 


ook, 
uſt in haſte my Patrick ſoon. remove, 

courts and camps that may his ſoul improve. 

ike the rough diamond, as it leaves the mire, 
Only in little breakings ſhe us is light, 

Ii artfu' poliſhing has made it ſhine : 


ſton me 


Thus 


— — — — — ᷣ— : 
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As we ſtood round about him on the green, 


Without the help of conjuring or ſpell. 
Pow'd aff his beard to Symon, Symon knew 


His welcome maſter ;---round his knees he gate. 
Hang at his coat, and ſyne for blythneſs grat. 


Yell hear out a” the ſecret ſtory ſoon ; 


Thus education makes the genius bright. 
End of the third Act. 
A CT IV. SCENE. IJ. IE. 
E pP R OL O G u E. 
The ſcene deſcrib'd in former page: | 
* Glaud's onſet. Enter Mauſe and Madge. 
Mauſe. O laird's come hame ! and owns young 
That's news indeed! — (hi 
Mad ge. — —— As true as ye ſtand there. 
As they were dancing all in Symon's yard, 
Sir William, like a warlock, with a beard 
Five nives in length, and white as driven ſnaw. 
Amang us came, cry'd, Had ye merry a. 
We ferly'd meikle at his unco look, 
While frae his poutch he whirled forth a book: 


He view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his een; 

Then pawkily pretended he cou'd ſpace, 

Yet for his pains and {kill wad naithing ha'e. 
Mauſe. Then ſure the laſſes, and ilk gaping coof, 

Wad rin about him, and had out their loof. 
Madge. As faſt as flaes ſkip to the tate of woe, 

Whilk flee tod-lawrie hads without his mow, 

When he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 

In ſimmer days ſlides backward in a pool: 

In ſhort he did, for Pate, braw things fortell 


At laſt, when well diverted, he withdrew, 


Patrick was ſent for ;---happy lad is he! 
Symon tald Elſpa, Elipa'tald it me. 


And troth *tis &en right odd when a' is done, 
To think how Symon nefer afore wad tell, 
Na, no ſae meikle as to Pate himfell. | 


Our Meg, poor thing, alake! has loſt her jo, ; 


— 


RD. 
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ſe. It mae be ſae: wha kens? and may be no. 
Itt a love that's rooted, is great pain 
kings have tane a queen out of the plain: 8 
hat has been before, may be again. 
doe. Sic nontenſe] love tak root, but tocher good, 


n a herd*s bairn, and ane of gentle blood, 


ſnions in king Bruce's days might be; 

ccan ferlies now we never fee. 

we. Gif Pate forſakes her, Bauldy ſhe may gain; 
r he comes, and wow but he looks fain ! 

Woubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 

ge. He get her! {laverin doof; it ſets him weil 
pke a plough where Patrick thought to teil; 

were Meg, Fd let young maſter ſee— 

ue. Yeo be as dorty 1h your choice as he : 

0 wad I. But whiſtt, here Bauldy comes. 


Enter BAULD Y [Singing.] 


7. 


ky ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou doft, 

er a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher-good ; 

my tocher-good, I winna marry thee, 

nes ye like, quoth Jocky, ye may let it be. 
adge. Weel liltit, Baulday, that's a dainty ſang.” 
uldy. Il gie ye*t a“, tis better than tis lang. | 
| | [ings again 


Pd 


ae gowd and gear, I hae land eneugh, 
ave ſeven good owſen panging in a pleugh ; 

nging in a pleugh, and linkan ofer the lee, 

d gin ye winna tak me, Ican let ye be. 

ac a good ha“ houſe, a barn and a byer, 

peatſtack *fore the door, we'll make a rantin fire 
make a rantin fire, and merry ſall we be, 

d gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 

E NN fſaidto JOCK Y, gin ye winna tell, 
ſhall be the lad, ll be the laſs myſell; 

”re a bonny lad, and Pm a laſſie free; 

Fre welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


4 
i 
} 
þ 


I'll be as kind as ever Pate could prove; 


Nor will {he be advisd fu“ weel I wate, 


Speak that again, and, trembling, dread my rock, 
And ten (harp nails, that when my hands are in, 
Can flyp the ſkin ofyefr cheeks out ofer your chin. 


"That I'm manſworn ;---I winna let it gae. 


Te filthy dog! 


I trow ſace;---Lafſes will come too at laſt, 
Tho? for a while they maun their ſna w- ba's caſt. 
Mauſe. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a': 
Bauldy.——. Faith unco right: "PE 
I hope we'll a' fleep ſound but ane this night... 
Mauſje. And wha's the unlucky ano, if we may aſk 
 Bauldy. To find out that, is nae ditficult taſk ; 
Poor bonny PEc6Yy, wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate, turn'd PaTRick, and Sir WIL IL IA M; heir. 
Now, now, good Madge, and honeſt Mauſe, ſtand he, 
While Meg's in dumps, put in a word for me. 


= 
8 


Leſs wilfu*, and ay conſtant in my love. 
Madge. As Neps ca witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 

Where mony a time to her your heart was {worn : 

F'y ! Bauldy, bluſh, and vows of eve regard; 

What other laſs will trow a manzworn herd? 

The curſe of heaven hings ay aboon their heads, 

"That's ever guilty of fic ſinfu“ deeds. 

Tll nefer adviſe my niece ſae gray a gate, * 


Bauldy, Sac gray a gate! manſworn! and af the r 
Ve leed, auld Rondes----and, in faith, had beſt 
Fat in your words; elſe I ſhall gar ye ſtand 
With a het face afore the haly band. | 
Madge Yell gar me ſtand? ye {heveling-gabit brod 


T 


7 


( 
* 


4 
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Bauldy. I tak ye witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her ſay, 


Madge. Yere witneſs too, he cad me bonny names 


And ſhould be ſerv'd as his good breeding claims. | 


2 — 


Flees to bis hair like a fury. -A flout battle. —: 
Mauſe endeavours to redd them. | 


a Mal 


— —— 
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| Mauſe. Let ng your grips, fy Madge! howt Bauldy 

8 II wadna with ig tulzie had po, ſeen; ID | oa 
Iris ſae daft like. —— N 


Bauldy gets out of Madgets clutches with a bleed. 
ing e : 


Madge.-Tis dafter like to thole 
u either- cap like him to bla w the coal: 
It fets him well, with vile unſcrapit tongue, 
Fo caſt up whether I be auld or young; _. 
Phey*re aulder yet than IT have married been, | 
ind or they died, their bairns bairns have ſeen. · | 
Manſe. That*s true: and Bauldy ye was far to blame, | 
o ca? Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd name. 
Bauldy. My lugs, my noſe, and noddle finds the ſame. 
Madre. Auld Roudes! filthy fallow ; I ſhall auld ye. 
Mauſz. Howt no!—ye'll &en be friends with . 


— Bauldy. 
ome, come; ſhake hands; this maun nae farther gae ; 


le maun forgie m. I ſee the lad looks wae. 
Bauldy. In troth now, Maule, Ihave at ee ſpite; "A 


But ſhe * firſt, was a' the wyte 
C what has. happen d: and ſhould therefore crave 


ardon firſt, and ſhall acquittance have. 
125 dge. I crave your pardon! gallows- face, gae greet, 


lud own your fault to her that ye wad cheat; 


ae, or be blaſted in your health and ge 80 ar, 
Wear. 


ill ye learn to perform, as well as 
'ow, and lowp back! -was &er the like heard tell? 


vith, tak him de'; he's o'er lang out of hell. 
| Bauldy running off. 


His 3 be about us! curſt were he 
hat were condenw'd for hfe to live with thee. 
"LS Ei 6. Bauldy. 


Madge laughing. . 
I think rs ve towzl'd his 1 C 


an. 


the r 


it bro 
< 


un. 
er ſay, 


y name 
ns. 


le. 2 I 
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Obliges fowk reſentment to decline; - 


A conjuring to do a laſſie wrang. 


Walks thro” the broom with Roger ever lee], 


He'll no ſoon grien to tell his love to me. 
He's but a raſcal that wad mint to ſerve 
A laſſie ſae, he does but ill deſerve. | 
Mauſe. Ye towin'd him tightly,-I commend ye for't 
His bleeding ſnout gae me nae little {port : 
For this forenoon he had that ſcant of grace, 
And breeding baith,—to tell me to my face, 
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ſtand, 
To lend him in this caſe my helping hand. _ 
Madge. A witch how had ye patience this to bear, 
And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear? 
Matze. Auld wither'd hands, and feeble joints like mine. 


Till aft *tis ſeen, when vigour fails, than we 

With cunning can the lake of pith ſupple. 

Thus I pat aff revenge till it was dark, ; 

Syne bad him come, and we {hou'd gang to war 

I'm ſure he*Nkeephistryſt ; and I came here 

To ſeek your help, that we the fool may fear. 
Madge. And ſpecial ſport we'll have, as proteſt ; 

Ye'll be the witch, and I ſhall play the ghaiſt, | 

A linen fheet wond round me like ane Neal, 

Pl cawk my face, and grane, and ſhake my head. 

We'll fleg him ſac, he'll mint nae mair to gang 


Mauſe. Then let us gae ; for ſce, tis bard on night, 
The weſtling clouds ſhines red with ſetting light. 
AC Iv. SCENE u. 
Pp R O L O G UE. 
© When birds begin to nod upon the bough, 
And the green {waird grows damp with falling dew ; . 


While good Sir William is to reſt retir'd, 
The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir'd, 


To meet, to comfort Meg, and take farewell. 1 
c | 7 OT 
; O 
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Log. WO but Pm cadgie, and my heart loups light, 
O Mr Patrick ! ay your thoughts were right. 

Sure gentle fowk are farther ſeen then we, ; 

hat naithing hae to brag of pedigree. . _ 

My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, 

[s ' prongs yielding, ſweet, —and nae mair ſcorn. 

ſpake my mind - ſhe hear*d---I ſpake again, 

She ſmil*d---I kiſs*d---F wood, nor woofd in vain. | 

Patie. Im glad to hear't,---but Ol my change this day 

Heaves up my joy, and yet I'm ſometimes wae. 

I've found a father, gently kind as brave, 1 

And an eſtate that lifts me boon the lave. 5 5 

With looks all kindneſs, words that love confeſt; . 

e all the father to my ſoul ex preſt, Fo [ 

Vhile cloſs he held me to his manty breaſt... * | 

duch were the eyes, he ſaid, thus finil'd the mouth 

Df thy lov'd mother, bleſſing of my youtil; 

Vho ſet too ſoon !---And while he praiſe beſtow*d, 

\down his gracefu* cheeks a torrent flow*d., | 

My new. born joys; and this his tender tale, 

Did, mingled thus, ofer a- my thoughts prevail; 

hat ſpeechleſs lang, my late kend Sire I yiew*d, 

Vhile guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew*d. 

Unuſual tranſports made my head turn round, 

Whilſt I myſelf with riſing raptures found, 

he happy fon of ane {ae much renown'd. 

But he has heard !—too faithful Symon's fear 

Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear: 

Which he forbids—— Ah! this confounds my peace, 

hile thus to beat, my heart ſhall ſooner ceaſe. 

Roger. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtand: 

But were*t my caſe, ye*d clear it up aff-hand. 

Patie. Duty and haflen reaſon plead his cauſe : 

but what cares love for reaſon, rules and laws? 

dull in my heart my ſhepherdeſs excels,  _ 

And part of my new happineſs repels. 
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Amang us here ?---or are ye gawn away 


To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts? 
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SANG XV. Kirk wad let me be. © 


«© Duty and part of reaſon ky 
* Plead ſtrong on the parent's ſide, 
Which love ſuperior calls treaſon; 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd ; 
For now, though Fm one of the gentry, 
| My conftancy falſhovd repells, 
For change in my heart has no entry, 
„Still there my dear Peggy excels, 


Rog. Enjoy them baith. Sir William ſhall be wo! 
Your Pegg s bonny ;----yourre his only ſon. _ 
Patie. She's mine by vows, and ſtronger ties of love 
ac theſe hands ade change my mind ſhall move. 
I'll wed nane elfe ; thro* life I will be true 5 
But ſtill obedience is a parents's due. 
Roger. Is not our maſter and yourſelf to ſtay 


_ 


„ 1 


To London court; or ither far aff parts, 


wt 0 


Pat. To Edinburgh raight to-morrow we advance, 


To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, 


Where I muſt ſtay ſome years, and learn---to dance, 
And twa three other monkey tricks ;—— That doon : 
I come hame ftrutting in my red heel'd (hoon. | 
Then *tis defign'd, when I can well behave, 

That I maun be ſome petted thing*s dull ſlave, 


For ſome few bags of caſh, that I wat weel 


IJ nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel: 

But Peggy dearer to me than my breath, 

* _— TO 2 ſhall hear my death. - 
Roger. They wha have juſt enough can ſoundly ſlee 

The ofercome only faſhes fowk to "> "pts | 1 * 


Good Mr Patrick, tak your ain tale hame. 


Patie. What was my morning thought, at night*s the I. 
The poor and rich but differ in the name, (ſame: 
Contentẽs the greateſt bliſs we can procure. 

| 5 Fra 
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Frac *hoon the lift. Without it kings are poor. 
Roger. But an eſtate like yours, yields braw content, 
When we but pike it ſcantly on the bent: 1 
Fine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, and red wine, 
Good chear, and witty friends, whene“ er ye dine 
Obeyſant ſervants, honour, wealth, and eaſe : 
Wha's no content with thefe, are ill to pleaſe, 
Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſs ; 
But mony a cloud hings hovꝰ ring ofer their bliſs : 
The paſſions rule the roaſt : and if they're ſour, 
Like the lean ky, tliey Il ſoon the fat devour. 
The ſpleen, -tint honour, and affranted pride, 
Stang like the ſharpeſt goads in N 5 
The | ns and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, 
Are frequenteſt with fowk oferlaid with eaſe; _ 
ile ofer the muir, the ſhepherd, with leſs care, 
Enjoys his ſober wiſh, and haleſome air. 
Roger. LoRD man, I wonder ay, and it delights.*. 
My heart, whenefer I hearken to your flights. 
How gat ye a“ that ſenſe, I fain wad lear, 30982 
That I may eaſter. diſappointments beer. 
Patie. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat ſome ſkill 
heſe beſt can teach what's real good or ill. - 
“er grudge ilk year to ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe, 
o gain theſe ſilent friends that ever pleaſe. % 
Roger. Ill dot; and ye ſhall tell me which to buy; 
Faith I*{e hae books. though 1 ſhould ſell my ky : | 
But nou, let's hear how you're defign'd to move, 
between Sir William's will, and Peggy's loye. 
Pattie. Then here it lies: his will maun be obey*d, 
My vows. I'll keep, and ſhe ſhall be my bride: 5 
But I ſome time this laſt deſign maun hide. . 
eep you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me here; 
ſent for Peggy: yonder comes my dear. 
Roger. Pleaſed that ye truſt me with the ſecret, I, 
ht's the To wyle it frac me, a' the de'ils def. Exit. 525 
(ſame: 00 | _ - 274" 8 PAT E. 
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omits a ws => | 
[i With what a ſtruggle muſt I now impart - 

inn My father's will to her that hads my heart 

is | 1 ken ſhe loves, and her ſaft ſoul will fink, 

ny. While it ſtands trembling on the hated brink 
THY Of difappointment——Heay'n, ſupport my fair, 
And kt her comfort claim your tender care. 

TT Her eyes are red! 


pa > rt os et YH Hh I HH ef 


2 FR Enter Peggy. 


1 — My Peggy, why in tears ! 
| I | Smile as you wont, allow nae room for fears: 
3 Tho Pm nae mair a ſhepherd, yet Pm thine. 8 
1 Peggy. I dare not think ſae high: I now repme 
| 1 At the unhappy chance that made not me | 
19/9 A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee; 
# 35 . Wha can withouten pain, fee frac the coaft 
„ The ſhip that bears his all like to be loſt? 
1 Like to be carried by ſome Rever's hand, 
* Far frae his wiſhes to ſome diſtant land. 
15 Patie. Neer quarrel fate, whilſt it with me remaifte, 
1 To raiſe thee up, or {till attend theſe plains, 
| My father has forbid our loves Fown: 
| But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown. 
I falſhood hate; come, kiſs thy cares away; 
I ken to love, as well as to- obey. DONE: 
Sir William's gen'rous; leave the taſk to me, 
Vis To mak ſtrict duty and true love agree. | 
| | Peggy. Speak on! ſpeak ever thus, and ſtill my gric 
FW? But ſhort T dare to hope the fond relief. 1 
8 New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 
That with nice aw fwims round in ſilk attire ; 
Then I, poor me !—with ſighs may ban my fate, 
When th& young lair ds nae mair my heartſome Pate: 
Tae mair again to hear ſweet tales expreſt, 
14 Ey the the blyth ſhepherd that excels the reſt: 
1 Nae mair be envy'd by the tatling gang, 
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When Patie kiſs'd me, when J danc'd or ſang. 
Nae mair alake j we'll on the meadow play! 
And rin half breathlefs round the rucks of hay : 
As aft-times I have fled from thee right fain, 
And fawn on purpoſe that J might be tane. 
Nac mair around the foggy know Þll creep, 
To watch and ſtare upon thee while aſleep.. 
But hear my vow, ——*twill help to give me caſe; | 
May ſudden death, or deadly {air diſeaſe, 
And warſt of ills attend my wretched life, 

e' er to ane, but you I be a wife. 


55 


SANG XVI. Woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder: 


* 


Speak on- -- ſpeak thus, and (till my grief, 
* Hold up a heart that's ſinking under, 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate mult from his Peggy ſunder: 
A gentler face and ſilk attire, 

© A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 

Alake, poor me! will now conlpire, | 4 

To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 1 4 
No more the ſhepherd who excel”'d Ty 1 

* The reſt, hoſe wit made them to wonder, 

Shall now his Peggy*s praiſes tall, 4 

Ah / Ican die, but never ſunder. 

Ye meadows where we often ſtrayd, 
Fe banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play'd, 

* You'll loſe your ſweets when we're afumder. '} 
Again, ah / ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee whule afleep, _ - | 

And wonder at thy manly beau? þ 

© Hear, heav'n, while ſolemnly I vow,  : 
< 'Tio* thou ſhould prove a wand*ring lever, F 
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© 'Throw life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
© Nor be a wife to any other. 
Patie. Sure heaven approves;—and be aſſurid of me, 

I'll nefer gang back of what I've {worn to thee ; 

And time, tho* time maun interpoſe a while, 

And I maun leave my Peggy and this iſle ; 

Yet time, -nor diſtance, nor the faireſt face, 

If there's a fairer, e“ er {hall fill thy place, 

Id hate my riſing fortune, ſhould it move 

The fair foundation of our faithful love. 

If at my fect were crowns and ſcepters laid, 

To bribe my ſoul frae thee, delightful maid ; 

For thee Id ſoon leave theſe interior things 

To lic as have the patience to be kings. 

Wherefore that tear? believe and calm thy mind. 

Peggy. I greet for joy, to hear thy words ſae kind, 

When hopes were ſunk, and nought but mirk deſpair 
Made me think life was little worth my care, 

My heart was like to burſt ; but now I ſee | 

Thy genfrous thoughts will ſave thy love for me. 
With patience, then, III wait each wheeling year, 

Hope time away, till thou with joy appear; 

And all the while Ill ſtudy gentler charms, 

To make me fitter for my travellers arms: 

I'll gain on uncle Glaud ;—hess far frae fool, 

And will not grudge to put me thro* ilk ſchool ; 

Where I may manners learn——.-- 

* 


S A N GxXVII. Tweed-ſide. 


When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break; 
My hte appear d worthleſs my care, 
But now I will fav*t for thy ſake. 
Where“ er my love travels by day, 
© Wherever he lodges by night, 


© Wit 


of me, 


* 


© Wit 


bot, without a“ the little helps of art, 
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With me his dear image ſhall wy re 
And my ſoul keep him ever in light. 
With patience I'll wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleft charms ; 
© Hope time away till thou appear, 
To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
* Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz4d- 
No higher degree in this life,; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe kl. 
To a height that's becoming thy wife. 
For beauty that's ony ſkin deep, 61 1 
Muſt fade like the gowans in May; 
« But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever without a decay. 
Nor age nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love. 
© If virtue“s ingtain'd in the wife, 
And the huſband have ſenſe to approve. 


Patie << yas wiſely ſald — 
d what he wares that way ſhall be well paid, | = 
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hy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart: 
et now, leſt in Olir ſtation, we amend,” 
e mult learn modes, to innocence unkend ; 
fect aftimes to like the thing we hate, 
id drap ſerenity, to keep up ſtate ;, 
augh, when we're fad ; ſpeak, when we*ve nought to ſay? 
d, for the faſhion, when we're blyth, ſeem wae : 
ay compliments to them we aft have {corn ; 
hen ſcandalize them, when their backs are turn'd, 
Peggy: If this is gentry, L had rather be 
Vhat I am till ;----but Il be ought with thee. 
Patie. No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeſt 
th gentry*s apes : for {till amangſt the beſt, 
ood manners give integrity a bleez, $ 
hen native virtues join the arts to pleaſe. 
Peggy. Since with nae hazard, and ſae ſmall nee 
| * 
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III kneel to heaven, and aſk; thy ſafe return. 
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My lad frac books can gather ſiccan ſenſe : 


Then why, ah / why ſhould the tempeſtnous fea, 
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me? 
Sir Williams cruel, that wad force his ſon, 

For watna-whats, ſae great a riſque to run. 


Pate. There is nae doubt but travelling does improve 


vet I would ſhun it for thy ſake, my love. 
Baut ſoon as I've ſhook aft my land wart caſt 


In foreign cities, hame to thee Ill haſte. 


— 


Under that tree, and on the Suckler Brac, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play : 
And to the Hiſſel ſhaw, where ſirſt ye vowẽ dd 
Ye wad be mine, and I as cithly trow d. 
I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow*rs, : 
With joy, that they'll bear witneſs I am yours. 


$4 


: SANG XVIII. Buſh aboon Traquair. 


LY 


At ſetting day and railing morn, 
With Gul that {till ſhall love thee, _ 
I'll aſk of heaven thy fafe return, | 

*. With all that can improve thee. _ 


III vikit aft the birkey-buſh, '. 
Where firſt thou kindly told me  _ 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 

© Whilſt round thou didſt infold me. 

To all our haunts I will repair, 

* To Greenyood-ſhay'or fountain; 
Or where. the ſummer-day Id ſhare 


A _ — 
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Peggy. With ev' ry ſetting day, and riſing morn, 


1 
0 


| 


4 


With thee, upon yon mountain. ) 
© There will J tell the trees and flowers, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, ' 
By vows your mine : love is you's 
© A heart which cannot wander. WF 
| | | LPT 4 (lt, 
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Date My dear allow me, frae thy temples, fair, 
ſhining ringlet of thy flowing hair; 
ich, as a ſample of each lovely charm, 
aften kits, and wear about my arm. | 
eggy. Were't in my power with better boons to pleaſe 
mprovel} give the beſt I could with the ſame eaſe; 
r wad I, if thy luck had fallen to me, 
en in ae jot leſs generous to thee. 
Patic, I doubt it not; but ſince we've little time, 


orn, þ ware't on words, wad border on a crime; 
ves ſafter meaning better is expreſt, | > 
2 en *tis with Kkiſſes on the heart impreſt. [Exeunt. 
ay: End of the ſourth act. 5 
e T. v. 
E438 | ; 3 . 1. 
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IL Þ Sce how poor Bauldy ſtares like ane poſſeſt, 

| And roars up Symon frae his kindly reſt: 
Bare-legg'd, with night- cap, and unbutton'd coat, 
Sce the auld man-comes forward to the ſot. | 


0072. Hat want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 
While drowſy ſlecp keeps all beneath its 
to the North the ſcant approaching light [pow'r? 
nds equal *twixt the morning and the might. 
at gars ye ſhake and glour, and look ſae wan? 
ur teeth they chitter, hair like briſtles ſtand. 
Jauldy. O len me ſoon ſome water, milk, or ale, 
y head's grown giddy, legs with thaking fail; 
nec er dare venture forth at night my lanc ; 
e! I'N never be my fell again. 9 
neter oer put it / Symon / O! Symon! Q/ 
8s ymon gives him a dt ink. 
pu mon. What ails thee gowk / to make ſae loud ado: 
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560 De GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
You've wak⸗d Sir William, he has left his bed; 
He comes, I fear, ill- pleased; Lhear his tred. 


| Symon, you're very timeouſly aſteer. 


But ſome ſtrange thing has Bauldy*s ſp*rit - * rho 


1 pithleſs grew with fear, and had nae hope, 


Syne I half dead with anger, fear, and ſpite, 


Enter Sir WII. LIAM. 


8. Will. How goes the night ? does day- light y etapp , 


Symon. I'm ſorry, Sir, that we? ve diſturb*d your reſt 


He's ſeen ſome witch, or wreſtled with a ghaiſt. 
Bauldy. O ay,-----dear Sir, in troth its very true, 


And I am come to make my plaint to you. 

Sir WILLIAM fmilng. 
L lang to heart. | | 
 Bauldy.---.------Ah ! Sir, the witch cawd Mauſe, 
'That wins aboon the null amang the haws, 


Firſt promis*d that ſhe'd help me with her art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart laſſie*s. heart. 
As 


| e had tryſted, I met wer this night : 
But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright / 
For the cursed hag, inſtead oft doing me good, 
(The very thought oft's like to freeze my blood 9 
Rais*d up a ghailt or de*il, I kenna whilk, 
Like a dead corpſe, in ſheet as white as milk : 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death : 
Upon me faſt the witch and it fell baith, _ 
And gat me down, while I, like a great fool, 
Was labour as I wont to be at ſchool: _ 
My heart out of its hool was like to loup, 


Till, with an elritch laugh, they vaniſh*d quite: 


Crape up, and fled traight frae them, Sir, to you, 

Hoping your help to gie the de il his due. 

I'm ſure niy heart ſhall nefer Es ofer to dunt, 

Till in a fat tar-barrel Mauſe be burnt. _ 5 
8. Will. Well, Bauldy, whate“er's juſt ſhall gran 

Let Mauſc be brought this morning down to me. 


ted | 


Bail 
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= Bauldy. Thanks to your honour, {oon ſhall I obey ; * 1 


15 But firſt I'll Roger raiſe, and twa three mae, 

Jo catch her faſt, or ſhe get leave to {queel, 

nd caſt her cantrips that bring up the d il. | 
| | [Exit Bauldy. 


7etappe: N ; | 
5 8. Will. Troth, Symon, Bauldy's mair affraid than hurt, 
our reſiÞhc witch and ghaiſt have made themſelves good ſport. 
reſt, Nhat filly notions croud the clouded mind, | 
t. hat is thro? want of education blind ! | 
true, ¶ Symon. But does your honour think there's nae fic thing, 
1 s witches railing de' ils up through a ring : 

yne playing tricks? a thouſand J cou'd tell, 

ou'd never be contriv'd on this {ide hell. 5 
lauſe, ir Will. Such as the deviPs dancing in a moor, 


ongſt a few old women craz d and poor, Bog 
| 2 are rejoic'd to ſee him friſk and loup _ 
er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp ; 
| pearing ſometimes like a black-horn'd cow, 
{t-times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow ; 
hen” with his train throw airy paths to glide, 
xd File they on cats, or clowns, or broom. ſtaffs ride; 
1 in the 2 {kim out o'er the main, 
o drink their leader's health in France or Spain; 
hen aft by night bumbaze hare-hearted fools 
tumbling down their cupboard, chairs and ſtools : 
ſhate'er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, | 
ch whimſies ſeem the moſt abſurd to me. 
Sy mon. Tis true enough, we ne' er heard that a witch 
d either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich: | 
it Mauſe, tho? poor, is a {agacious wife, 


4 Wl lives a quiet and very honeſt life; _ 
you at gars me think this hobbleſhew that's paſt, 
I land in naithing but a joke at laſt. 155 
be dr Niem ſure it will :—but ſee increaſing light, 
? [mands th&amps of darkneſs down to night : 
1 grante F raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 
) me, Pit L walk out to take the morning air. 
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| j SANG XIX. Bonny grey-ey'd morn, 


o 
» 


> 


. N * The honny grey-cy'd morning begins to pet 
. And Aae 8 Ales before the ri ng ofa 4 
; | © The hearty hynd ſtarts from his lazy fleep, 
Io follow healthful labours of the day, 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow : 
The lark and the hnnet tend his levee, 
And he joins concert driving his plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 


Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, 
The drunkard and gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wishing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain. 
Boe my portion health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and ſtate, 
4 Where neither ambition nor avarice blind 
Reach him who has happineſs link'd to his fare, 


ACT v. SCENE II. 
P'ROL o G w E. 


© While Peggy laces up her boſom fair, 
With a blue ſnood Jenny bind up ber hair; 
Glaud by his morning ingle takes a beck, 
The riſing fun ſhines motty thro” the reck. 
A pipe his mouth, the laſſes pleaſe his een, 

And now and then his joke maun interveen. 


* 


Glaud. I Wiſh, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, 
Le do-not ufe fac ſoon to fee the light. 
Nae doubt, ye now intend to nix the thrangg, 
To tak your leave of Patriek or he gang: LOSS 
But do ye think, thut now, when he's à laird, 
That he poor land ward lafſes will regard? 
f enny. Tho he's young maſter now, I'm very fur 
Ile has mair ſenſe than ſlight auld friends, tho? poor; 
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* While fluſter'd with wine, or madden'd with 


) 


| 


» 
y 
4 


his fare, 


ö 


n. 


till night, 


ht. 
3 


* 
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But yeſterday he gae us mony a tug. a 
And kiſs'd my cuſin there frac lug to lug. 


Gliud; Ay, ay, nae doubt ot, and he'Il do't again: 


But be advis'd his company refrain: 
Before, he, as a ſhepherd, {ought a wife, 


ith her to live a chaſte and frugal life; 


zut now, grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake. 
ic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake. 8 
Peggy. & rake! what's that? Sure if it means ought ill 


e' never be't, elſe I've tint my ſkill. 
Claud. Daft laſſie, ye ken nought of the affair; 
me young, and good, and gentle's unco rare: 5 


\ rake's a graceleis ſpark that thinks nae ſhame, 


o do what like of us think ſin to name: 


Fic are ſae voi of ſhame, they'll never ftap, 


0 brag how aften they have had the clap. 


yn mak ye a' their jeſt, when yere debauch'd. 
je wary then, I ſay, and never gre 
ncouragement, or bourd wi' fic as he. | 
Peggy. Sir William's virtuous, and of gentle blood, 
may not Patrick too, like him be goqd:?- 
Claud. That's true; and mony gentry mac than he, 
s they are wiſer, better are than we; | 
t thinner ſawn: they're ſae puft up with pride, 
here's mony of them mocks ilk haly guide, 
hat ſhaws the gate to heaven. Pre heard myſell, 
me of them laugh, at doom's-day, fin. and hell. 
Jenny. Watch fer us, father l heh | that's very odd, 
Ire him that doubts a doom's- day, doubts. a God. 
Claud. Doubt! why, they neither doubt, nor judge, nor 
or hope, nor fear; but curie,debauch, and drink. (think, 
Im no faying'this, as if I thought 
hat Patrick to {ic gates will e' er be brought. 
veggy, The Lord forbid 1 -na, he eng 
hear comes aunt, her face ſome ferly brings. 


F 2 | 5 Enter 


hey'll tempt young things, like you, with youdith fluſh'd, 
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5 Madge. 


To ruſtle amo 


Nou ſince he riſes, why ſhould 


5 Enter Madge. oo 
Haſte, haſte ye; we're a' ſent for ofer the gate 
To hear and help to red ſome odd debate | 
"Twwecn Mauſe avd Bauldy, bout ſome witchcraft ſpell, 
At Symon'e houſe; the knight fits judge himſell. | 
Glaud. Lend me my ſtaff---Madge, lock the outer dooy 
And bring the laſſes wi'ye: I'll ſtep before. 
Madge. Poor Meg! look Jenny, was the like ere ſcen, 
F ow bicer'd and red with greeting look her een? 
I his.day her branken wooer takes his horſe, | 
To ſtrut a gentle ſpark at Edinburgh croſs; 
To change his kent, cut frac the branchy plain, 
For a nice ſword, and glancing headed cane ; _ 
To leave his ram-horn ipoons and kitted whey, 
For gentler tea, that ſinells like new won hay: _ 
0 gr + Fm. ep APE dance, when we gae milk, 
g the beauties clad in ſilk. . | 
But Meg, poor Meg! maun with the ſhepherd ſtay, 
And tak what God will {end, in hodden-pray. 23 
PVeggy. Dear aunt, what needs you faſh us wi? your {co 
That's no my faut that I'm nae gentler born. 
Git I the daughter of {ome Jaird had been, 
I nefcr had noticd Patie on the | nr 1 
| 1 repine ! 
If he's made for another, he“ nefer be mine; 
Ant then, the like has been, if the decree 
Deſigns him mine, I yet his wife may be. BESS 
Madge. A bonny ſtory, trowth !!—but we delay: 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away, PEx cn 


ACT. v. SCENE III. 
* L O G u. 
Sir William fills the twa-arm'd chair, 


While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Mauſe 
* Attend, and with loud laughter hear 


N 


s * — : _ 
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A . 8 * 5 of 8 2 
: Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his cauſe : 9 25 Js © = 
WEE For now *tis tell'd him that the taz . = "4 
the gate Was handled by revengefu- Madge, TE at if 5 


Becauſe he brak good breeding's laws, 
t 99" + And with his nonſe e rais*d their rage. £ 


er doors. Will. AND was that all ! well, Bauldy, ye was ſerv}. 
No otherways than what ye well deſerv*ds. 
7 Glan Vas it ſo ſmall a matter to defame, 2 
78 And thus abuſe an honeſt women's name! 
ren ÞBclides your going about to have betray*d, | 
By perjury, an innocent young maid, 
Bauldy. Sir, I confeſs my faut thro* a- the ſteps, 
Nad ncfer again ſhall be untrue to Neps. 
I Mau/e. Thus far, Sir, he oblig*d me on the ſcore, 
kend not that they thought me fic before. 
Bauldy. Afnt like your honour, I believed it weil; 
„ But troth, I was efen doilt to ſeek the de*il ; 
milk, et, with your honours leave tho” ſhe's nae witch, 
he's baith a flee and a revengefu' b—-h, 
und that my ſome-place finds-----but I had beſt _ 
ad in my tongue, for yonder comes the ghaiſt, 
ind the young bonny witch, whaſe roſie cheek. 
ent me, without my wit, the de'il to ſeek. | - 


Enter MADGE, PEGGY, and 7E NN P. 


\ * 


Sir Waka looking at PEGGY. - 


Whoſe daughter's ſhe that wears the Aurora gownz, 
| — With face ſae fair, and locks a lovely brown? 
delay : Wow ſparkling ate her eyes! what's this ! 1 find. 

[ExcuFhe-girl brings all my aller to my mind. 
ch were the featuers once adorn'd a face, 

. ich death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt grace, 

this your daughter, Glaud ?------ 

Glaud,------Sir, ſhe's my niece,--- 


ad yet ſhe's notz---But ſhould hald my peace. 3 ] 
Hauſe F 5 = LS * Wil. ö 
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Sir. Will. This is a contradiction. What d' ye mean 

She is, and is not! pray thee, Gland explain. 

- _ Glaud. Becaufe I doubt, if I ſhould make appear 

What I have kept a fecret thirteen year. 
Mauſe. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Will. Speak ſoon — 

; Patie. . So am 1 . 

For much I hope, and hardly 
Glaud. Then, fince my 
This bonny tundling, ae clear morn of May, 

_ Cloſe by the lee-ſfide of my door I found, 


All ſweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 


Im all impatience 


et know why. 
er orders, I obey.------ 


In infant-weeds of rich and gentle make. 

What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forſake? 
Wha warſe than brutes, could leave expog'd to air 
Sae much of innocence, fac {weetly fair, 
Sac helpleſs young! for ſhe appear'd to me 
Only about twa towmands auld to be. 
I took her in my arms, the bairnie {mil'd, 
With fic a look, wad made a ſavage mild. 
I hid the ſtory.: She has paſt ſinceſyne 


As a 
Nor 


oor orphan, and a nieceof mine. 
o I rue my care about the wean, 


For ſhe's well worth the pawns that I have tane.. 
Le ſee ſhe's bonny, I can ſwear ſhe's good, 
And am right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood: 
Of whom I kenna. 
Than what Ito your Honour now declare. 
Sir 1/741, This tale ſeems ſtrange ! 
Patin. 
Sir //;:1, Command your joys, youn 
Mauſe. That be my taſk. Now, Sir, 
Peggy may ſmile ; | 
Long have I wiſh'd to ſee this happy day, 
That TI might ſafely to the tru 
That I may now Sir William 5 
The beſt and neareſt friend that ſhe can claim: 
e ſaw't at firſt, and with quick eye did trace. 
His fiſter's beauty in her daughter*s face, 


' Naithing ken I mair, 


The tale delights mine ear ; | 


all be hüſh; 
thou haſt no cauſe to bluſn. 


We Way: 
orthy name, 


N Tatar Sar 


mean? Sir Wil Old woman, do not rave,--prove what you a. 
Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. KY 
Patio. What reaſon, Sir, can an old woman have 1 bY 
To tell a lie, when ſhe's fas near her grave? 
But how, or why, it (ſhould be truth, 1 grant, 
| every thing looks like: a. reaſon want. | 
Omnes. The ſtory's odd! we wiſh we heard it out. v8 
| 
| 
ö 


Sir VV = — haſt, 8 2d woman, and reſolve each 
PER Oubt. 


Muſe goes for eward, leading | to Sir V "LY 
Mouſe. Sir, view me well; has fifteen years ſo plow'd 
\ wrinkled face that you have often view Id; - - 

hat here I as an unknown ranger ſtand, ; 


Vho nurſt her mother that now holds my hand? 
et ſtronger proofs Pll, give if you demand. 9 
Sir Will. Ha ! honeſt nurfe, where were my eyes before 9 
know thy faithfulnefs, and nced no more; : 
et, from the lab'rinth, to lead, out my, mind, | 
ay, to expoſe: her, who was 10 unkind? 


Wir Villiam embraces Peggy, and makes her fi 7 by him: 


Wes, ſurely thou'rt my niece ; truth muſt prevail; 
ut no more words, till Mauſc relate her tale. 
Patic. Good nurſe, go on, nae muiic's haff fac fine, 
can give pleaſure like theſe words of thine; 
BW May/e. Then it was I that ſavꝰd her infant . 
er death being threatned by an uncle's Wife, 
he ſtory's lan "Fo but I the ſecret knew, 
appear ow they purſu'd, with avaritious view, 
* er rich eſtate, of which they're now poſſeſt; 
un ; Wl this to me a confident: confeſt. | 
ieard with horror, and: with. taking dead, 
ey'dſmoor the ſakleſs orphan in her 
lat very night, when all were funk in reſt, 
mid-night, hour, the floor I ſaftiy preſt, 
Id ſtaw die flecying innocent away; 


Sir 1 With 
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With whom I travelb'd ſome few miles efer day; 
All day I hid me; when the day was done, 
I kept my journey lighted by the moon, 
Till eaſt ward fifty miles I reach'd theſe plains, 
Where needful plenty glads your chearful ſwains; 
Afraid of being found out, I to ſecure 
My charge, een laid her at the ſnepherd's door, 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
 What'er ſhou'd happen to her might be by. 
Here honeſt Glaud himſell, and Symon may 
Remember well, how I that very day 
Frac Roger's father took my little crove. 


Glaud, with tears of joy happing down his beard. 
I ̃ well remember't Lord reward your love 
Lang have I wiſh'd for this; for aft I thought, 
Sic knowledge ſometime ſhould about be brought. 
Patie. *Tis-now a crime to doubt, my joys are full, 
With due obedience to my parent's will. _ 
Sir, with paternal love ſurvey her charms, 

And blame me not for ruſhing toher arms : 

She's mine by vows, and would, tho? {till unknown, 
Have been my wife, when I my vows durſt own. 
Sir Will. My niece, my daughter, welcome to my car 

Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair: 
n - Equal with Patrick; now my greateſt aim 
11 Shall be to aid your joys, and well-match'd flame. 

DHS My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 

With as good will as either would demand, 


1 Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir Williams 
188109 Pattie. With as much joy this bleſling J receive, 
14 As ane wad life that's ſinking in a wave. 1 85 
Sir William raiſes them.] I give you both my bleſſing 
| may your love. e 
a a happy — and ſtill improve. | 
1 eggy. My wiſhes are compleat, my joys ariſe, 
1 While 'm haf dizzy with the bleſt ſurpriſe ; * 
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and am I then:a-mateh for my ain lad, 
hat for me ſo much gener*ous kindneſs bad? Ger kt 
ang may Sir William bleſs theſe happy plains, of 11 
appy while heaven grant he on them remains. 
Patie, Be lang our guardian, ſtill our maſter- 8 1 
et only crave what you ſhall pleaſe to gie? 5 3 2 
Wh eſtate be yours, my Peggy's ane to me. E | 
Glaud. J hope your honour now will take amends | i 
f them that ſought her life for wicked ends. ; 
Sir Will. "The baſe unnatural villian ſoon hall know,” F ; 
hat eyes above watch the affairs below : 7 | 
: || ſtrip him ſoon of all to her pertains, ;: | 
ear d. And make him reimburſe his ill- got gains. 4 1 ö 
Peggy. To me the views of wealth, and an estate | | 
: $cem light, when put in hallance with- my Pate: : 
bt. or his fake only 141] ay thankful bow + yr | 
are full, for ſuch a kindueſs, beſt. of men, to you. A | | 
I Symon. What double blythneſs wakens up this day, That 
hope now, fir, you'll no ſoon haſte away. 70 A 
Iz I unſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare F "JS 
dinner for ye of hale country . 
e how much joy unwrinkles every brow, ; 2 8 belt 
my care pur looks hing on the twa, and doat on ydvuuninuh 
Nen Bauldy, the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 


hdd 
a 


— 


ell, Madge*s wks and pawky Mauſe*s plot. 3 1 
. Sir Vill. Kindly old man, remain with-you this day! 1 
155 never from — fields again will ſtray; : | 


„ 5 r 


ſons and wrights fhall ſoon my houſe repair, 
8 nd buſy gardners ſhall new planting rear : 
Uuame Wy father's hearty table you ſoon — 
e, PNeſtor“d, and my beſt friends rejoice with me. 7 1 

5 Symon. That's the beſt news I heard this twenty year ! F 
bleſſing ew da ay breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 

= Glaud. God fave the wg, and ſave Sir William lang 


"St * 


e 


'0 enjoy their ain, and. raiſe the ſhepherd's ſang. 
ſe, IKoger. Wha winna dance, wha will refuſe to lng? 
hat ſhepherd's whiſtle winna Vit the ſpring? gr cad, 
Bauldy. I'm friends with Mauſe, with very Madge I 
A 


— yo — 2. 2 
_ 


22 — — 


Raise d and maintains in him a lovers flame: 


upon theſe Gelds wake him chamberliu, - Glaw 
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Altho* they ſkelpit me Wen dd flied; 

I'm now Eu bin blyth, and frankly can ee 5 

To join and ſing Lang may Sir William live. | 

adge. Lang mayhe live; and Bauldy learn to fteek N 

Your gab a wee, and thing before ye ſptak, 

| nl never ca! her 2 — 3 a — | 

ma me witches fingers-ban. 

This day Fl. Nich the youngeſt pk rant, 

And brag for-ay' that | was: cad the aunt .. 

Of our Ne y dear bonny bairn! 
Peggy. No other name IA: ever for you learn: 
And, my good nurſe, how: ſhall L gratefu? be 

For * oy matchleſs kinkneſs done for me? 

2 The flowing pleaſures of this happy day 

Does fully all can require repay. 
Sir Will. To faithſuf Symon, and, kind Glaud, to vou, 

And to your heirs L give in endleſs feu, 

The mailens ye poſſe 55 as juſtly due, 

For acting like Rind fathers to the pair, 

Who have enough beſides, and theſe can ſpare. 

Mauſe, in my houſe, in cahnneſs, cloſe your days, 

With nought to do but ſin ng, — our Makers praiſe. 
— The LORD ven reward your honour, 

Confirm your joys, and a- your bleſſings roove. [love 


Patie preſenting Roger to Sir Williom. 


Sir, here's my; truſty friend, that aways aud 
My boſom, ſecrets, ere & was a 
Glaudꝰs daughter Janet (Jenny, think nae ſhame). 


Lang was he dumb, at laſt he ſpak aad won, 

And hopes to be our honeſt uncle%s ſon; 

Be pleas'd to ſpeak: to Glaud for his content, 
hat nane may wear a face of diſcontent. 
Sir Will. My ſon's demand is fair. —Glaud, let me erat 

That . Roger may your daughten have 

With fran t; and while he does remain 


Leh, + 
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Glautd. You croud your bounties, Sir; what can we ſay, 4 

ut that wefre dyvours that can nefer-repay 2 | | 

| hate“er your honour will's I hall obey. . "I 3 

) fteek Roger, my aue with my bleſſing take, _ 
lad ſtill our maſter's right your buſmeſs make. 


leaſe him, be faithful, and this auld grayhead ; 
jall nod with quietneſs down amang the dead. L 
Roger. I nefer was good a ſpeaking a“ my days, 
Ir ever toofd to mak oer great a fraiſe; 50 
| ut for my maſter, father, and my wife, 
n: will employ the cares of all my life. 
4 sir Vill. My friends, I'm fatisfy'd youll all behave, 
85 Inch in his ſtation, as I'd wiſh or crave. : 
lay ever virtuous, ſoon or late ye*ll find ; 
eu ard and ſatisfaction to your mind. 5 
to you, Ie maze of life ſometimes looks dark and wild; 
Na oft, when hopes are higheſt, we“ re beguil'd. 
ft when we ſtand on brinks of dark defpire, 
me happy turn with joy diſpels our carc. 
ow all*s at rights, who ſings beſt, let me hear. 
Peggy. When you command, I readieſt ſhonld obey : - 


%s | ling you ane, the neweſt that I hae. 

i I SANG XX. Tune, Corn-riggs are bonny. 1 

un. © My Patie is a lover gay, | ; 

. __ © His mind is never muddy; 4 

- His breath is ſweeter than new hay, : 

n His face is fair and ruddy : 

10 | His ſhape is handſome, middle {ize, | A 
Hes comely in his wawking, | > 

The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, , 

* Tis heaven to hear him tawking. | | _— | 

| * Laſt night Imet him on a bawk, 

t me craul * Where yellow corn was growing, 

7 — 35 There mony a kindly word Be {pak 

"1-36 That ſet my heart a glowing. . 

Glauf He kiſs*d and vow'd he wad be mine, Ci 


* Andlood me beſt of ony, That 
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That gars me like to ſing ynſyne, 


O corn:riggs are _ 
Leet laſſes of a ſilly mind 


< Refuſe what mit they're. wanting, 
Since we for 19 were deſign* 1 


We chaſtly ſhould be granting. 
hen IM comply and marry Pate, 

And ſyne my Cockernony 
© Hef's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn.riggs are bonny. 
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A TL, mildly-pleaſing ſolitude, _ 
Companion of the wife and good; 
zut, from whoſe holy, piercing. eye, 
The herd of fools and villains tly. . © 

Oh! how I love with thee to walk, 
\nd liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, 
Vhich innocence and truth imparts, ' 

\nd melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 

A thouſand ſhapes you wear with eat 
And ſtill in every thape you pleaſe, 
Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, 

lone philoſopher you ſeemm 

ow quick from hill to vale you fly, 
Hud now you {weep the the vaulted ſky. 

\ {hepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
Ind warble forth your oaten ſtrain. 

lover no, with all the grace 
Pf that ſweet paſſion in your face: 

hen, calm'd to friendfhip, you aſſume 
Ehe gentle-looking HaxTr oRD's bloom, 
Ns, with her Mus1DoRa, ſhe 

Her Mu $1D0Ka fond-of thee). 
mid the long withdrawing vale, 
Rwakes the rivaPd nightingale. 
Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
ut as the dæw-bent roſe is born; 
ud while meridian fer vors beat, 

Thine is the woodland dumb retreat ; 
Put chief, when evening fcenes decay, 
\nd the faint landſcape ſwims away, 

Thine is the doubtful" ſoft decline, 
ind that beſt hour of muſing thine. 

Deſcending angel bleſs thy train, 
The Virtues of the ſage, and ſwain ; 
lain innocence „in white array'd, 


5 my 


ze fore thee lifts her fearleſs head: 
ichgion's beams around there ſhine, 
ud chear thy gloom wi nghe dieitte: 
Wout thee {ports Wee Liberty; © 
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A rap dine 2185 8 
Oh det me pierce * . ! 1 
ny nthy deep receſſes dyell ©» 
P n Nortwod's 1 4 5 
When Medit ation bas hei fill, 
5 may caſt My carelc 
W here London's ſpiry torrets 1: | 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its. 7 3 
Then ſhield me in the woods again. bony 5 
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Laſſes a-liiting before break of duy; FT f we 85 | 
But now there's a.moaning'on ika bi 5 
That our bra Foceſters- * a*-wede OW LE ICE 
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wo At boughty: inthe morning; ads e 8 


Ihe laſſes are lonely, 'dowie and wa | 
Nae daffin, nas gadbin,. but ſigking 4 — 85 
ks ane lifts her leglin and $54 her e 
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ar ten at thes loming, nse (w2nkies are rouming, 
Mong dacks with . laſſes at be gle to p; AYs 5 
Bu ilk ane fits dreary, lamenting het dere. 
The F lowers of the F wa: BN are wede | a8. | 
At bart at the ſhearing g. er 7 ERR ee, on” 
The bayflers are runkle layart 7 
At a fair or a preaching, rae wqoing. vac feechiitc, 
Since our bra F oreſters are * dauer 7 5 wer? f 


Oat: fas the order” alt our lads to fl ie order 5. . I | 
The Engliſh for anes by Yap gat the day; 

The Flower of the Forelt that ay ſhone whe foremoſt, . 1 
The Prime of our land Iyes OY in the clay. ö ih | 


- Welt hear nae mair Khing at our ews Naber : 

;The women and bairns are dowie and Wae, F 7 | 
Ster and moaving on ilka greeg lpabingg - 
3 our bra e are 8' Wecke . „ 


